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| Comical Revenge; 


Added at his Highneſs | 


The Duke of TORK's Theatre 
„ 


LovE in a Tus. 


LINCOLNS-INN-FIELDS.. 


| 


LONDON: 


Waal wum ß ... 


| 


againſt Catherine- ſtreet in the Strand. 
MDCC XXIII. 


'rinted for Jacob Tonſon at Shakeſpear's Head over · 
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To the Honourable 


Charles Lord Buckburſt. 


Could not have wiſh'd my 
1 5 ſelf more fortunate than I 
have been in the Succeſs. 

of this Poem: The Wri- 
ting of it was a Means to make me 
known to Your Lordſhip: The 
Acting of it has loſt me.no Repu- 
tation; and the Printing of it has 
now given me an Opportunity to 
ew how much I honour You. 
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The Epiftie Dedicatory. 


„ There Dedicate it, as J have long 4 


Lordſhip : Let the bum Cote off 
the Giver make You ſet ſome Value 
upon the worthleſs Gift: 1 hope ith 
may have ſome Eſteem with others, 


becauſe the Author knows how to 
eſteem You, whoſe Knowledge move: 
Admiration, and Goodneſs Love, in 


all that know You. But I deſign| 


this a Dedication, not a Panegyrick; 
not to proclaim Your Virtues to the 
World, but to ſhew Your Lordſhip 
how firmly they have * me te 
be, 


My LORD, 


Your moſt Humble 


and Faithful Servant, 


Geo. Etheregcl 
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PROLOG U 


W HO cou d expect ſuch Crouding here to- day, 


Meerly on the Report of a new Play ? 

A Man wou d think y ave been ſo often bit 
By us of late, you fhonld have learn d more Mit; 
And firſt have fent 4 Forloyn Hope to (by x 
The Plot and Language of our Comedy 3 
Expe&ing till ſome deſperate Criticks had 
Ne you, whether it were good or bad. 

But yet, we hope you'll never grow fo Wife ; 

For if you ſhould, we and our Comedies 

Muſt trip to Norwich, or for Ireland go; 

And never fix, but, like a Puppet-Show, 

Remove from Town to Town, from Fair to Fair, 
Seeking fit Chapmen to put off our Ware. 

For ſuch our Fortune is, this barren Age, 

That Faction now, not Wit, Ke. the Stage: 
Wit has, lite Painting, had | happy Fugs, 
And in peculiar Ages reach d her Heights, 


| Though now declin'd : Yet, conld ſome able Pen 


Match Fletcher's Nature, or the Art of Ben, 

The Old and Graver 1 would ſcarce allom 

Thoſe Plays were good, betanſe we writ them nw. 
Our Author ther beys you world forget, 

Moſt Reverend Fudges, the Records of Nit; 
And only think the Modern way 
Of Writing, whilſt y are Cenſuring 55 Play, 

And, Gallants, as for you, Talk loud ith Pit; 
Divert your ſelves and Friends with your own Mit; 
Obſerve the Ladies, and neglect the Play, 

Or elſe tis fear d we are undone to-day. 


A 4 


E. 


Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


HE Lord Bevill, Father to Louis Graciana len = 

The Lord Beaufort, Servant to Graciana. 

Colonel Bruce, a — Friend to Lovis, in Love with 
Graciuna. | 

Lovis, Friend to Bruce. 

Sir Frederick Frolick, Couſin to the Lord W 

 Graciana, a young Lady, in Love with the Lord en 

Aurelia, her Siſter, in Love with Colonel Bruce. 

Mrs. Rich, a wealthy Widow, Siſter to the Lord Bevill, in 
Love with Sir Frederick. 

Leticia, a Girl, waiting upon Aurelia. 

Berty; Waiting-Woman to the Widow. | 

Dufoy, a ſaucy impertinent Frenchman, Servant to $i 
Frederick. 

Clark, Servant to the Lord Beaufort. 

Sir Nicholas Culhy, Knighted by Oliver -—- 

-Wheadle and Palmer, Gameſters. 

Mrs. Grace, a Wench kept by — 

Fenny, her Maid. 

Mrs. Lucy, a Wench kept by Sir Frederick, 

A Coachman belonging to the Widow, 

A Bell- man. 7 

Foot- men, Link- boys, Drawers, and other Attendants, 


— 


THE 


— 4 
- 


Duff. De matré! de matre is eaſie to be perceive; dis 
% Be 


Comical Revenge: 


O R, 


LOVE im a TUB. 


— — 


ATI SCENE. 


SCENE an Anti-Chamber to Sir Frederick 
Frolick's Bea-Chamber. 


Enter Dufoy, with a Plaiſter on his Head, walking diſcon- 
tenteuly; and Clark immediately after him. | 


CLARK. 
— Ood-morrow, Monſieur. | | 
Dy. Good-mor',—good mor. 


Clark. Is Sir Fred rick ſtirring? 
Dufoy. Pox ſturre hime. 
Clark. My Lord has ſent me 
Duf. Begar me vil have de revenge; 
Me vil no ſtay two Day in Englande. 
Clark. Good Monſieur, what's the Matter? 


As | 


Po | 1 


10 Lo vE i a Tus. 


Bedlamẽ, Mad-cape, diable de matre, vas drunke laſt 

Night; and vor no reaſon, but dat me did adviſe him 

To go to Bed, begar he did ſtrike, breakẽ my Heade, 

Jerme. | . 

: Clark. Have Patience, he did it unadviſedly, _ 
Daf. Unadviſe ! dice not me adviſe him juſte when 

He did ite ? | | 
Clark. Ves; but he was in Drink you fay. / 
Def. In Drinke ; me viſhe he had been over de head 


And de ear in Drinke : Begar in France de Drink dat van 


Man drinke do's not crak de noder man's Braine. 
Hark !—— he is avake, [Ser Fred. knocks. 
And none of the People are to attende hime. Ian Villain 
Day are all gone, run to the Diable ; [ Knocks again, 
Have de patience, I beſeech you. 
[ Pointing towards his Maſter s Chamber 
Clark. Acquaint Sir Frederick lam here from my Lord, 
Dzef. I vil, I vil; your ver umble Serviteur. [ Excunt, 


STENT IL 
Sir Frederick's Bed-chamber. 
Enter Sir Frederick in his Night-gown, and after him Dufoy. 
1 me 
and your 


e me; 


And to minds your bus neſſe. 

Sir Fred. Thou haſt a notable Brain: Set me down 4 
Crown for a Plaiſter ; but forbear your Rebukes. 

Duf. Tis ver couragious ting to break de Head of 
Your Secviteur, is it not6? Begar you vil never keepe de 
Good Serviteur, had me no love you ver vel 

Sir Fred. I know thou lov'ſt me. x 

Duf. And darefore you do beats me, is dat de raiſon ? 

Sir Fred. Pry'thee forbear ; I am ſorry for't. 

Duf. Ver good Satisfaction ! Begar it is me dat am 
Sorrie for t. : Sir 


— 0 


TOY 
Loys 4A TUB. It 
Sir Fred, Well, well. . 
= Df. De Serviteur of my Lord your Couſin be come 
WW Speak vid you. „ 
== Sir Fred. Bring him in. [Exit Dufoy. 
Jam of Opinion that Drunkenneſs is not ſo damnable a 
Sia to me as tis to many; Sorrow and Repentance are 
IE Sure to be my firſt Work the next Morning: 'Siid, 1 
Have known ſome ſo lucky at this Recreation, that, 
Whereas tis familiar to forget what we do in Drink, 
Have even loſt the Memory after Sleep of being Drunk: 
Now do I feel more Qualms than a young Woman in 
Breeding. 3 
in Enter Dufoy and Clark. [Dafoy goes out again. 
n. Clark ! What News from the God of Love? he's always 
At your Maſter's Elbow, tas juſt'd the Devil out of 
er. Service; no more Mrs. Grace! Poor Girl, £ 
d. Mrs. Graciana has flung a Squib into his Boſom, where the 
ut, Wild-fire will Hvzz for a time, and then cr:ck, it flies 
Out at's Breeches. 

Clark. Sir, he ſent me before with his Service; hel! 
Wait on you himſelf when he's dreſ$'d. 

Sir Fred. In very good time; there never was a Girl 
More Humourſome, nor tedious in the dreſſing of 
Her Baby. [ Ex 5 Clark. 

Enter Dufoy, and Foot: boy. f 

Duf. Haye ! hete is de ver vine varke begar, de ver 
| Vine varke! | 

Sir Fred, What's the Buſineſs ? 

Duf. De Buſineſs ! de Devil take me if dare be not 
De whole Regiment Army de Hackene Cocheman, de 
Linke-boy, de Fydler, and de Shatnber-mayce, dat have 
Beſeege de Howse 3 dis is de conſequance of de Drink 
Vid a Poxe, 

Sir Fred. Well, the Coach-men and Link-boys muſt be 
Satisfy'd, I ſuppoſe there's Mony due to em; the Fidlers, 
For broken Heads and Inſtruments, muſt be compounded 
With; 1 leave that to your Care: But for the Chamber- 
Maid, I'll deal with her my ſelf; go, go, fetch her up. © + 
Duf. De Pinpe, begar I vil be de Pimpè to no Man 


In 


— 


12 LOVE ia 4 Tus. 
In de Chriſtendome; do you go fetch her upz ß 
De Pimpe—— 31 (Ex. Dufoy, 

Sir Fred. Go Sirrah, direct her. [To the Foot. boy. 
| [ Exit Foot- boy. 

* Now have I moſt urmanfully fallen foul upon ſome 

Woman, I'll warrant you, and wounded ke Reputation 


Shrowardly : Oh Drink, Drink! thou art a vile Enemy 


To the civilleſt fort of courteous Ladies. 8 

Enter jenny, Wheadle's Wench's Maid. Na 

Io Oh Fenny, next my Heart nothing could be more We 
| Welcome. ä a 
Maid. Unhand me; are you a Man fit to be truſted Fo! 

With a Woman's Reputation? , 


Sir Fred. Not when I am in a reeling Condition; Men 
Are now and then ſub;e& to thoſe Infirmities in drink, A 
Which Women have when th' are ſober. Drunkennels is i Sher 
No good Secretary, Jenny; you muſt not look ſo angry, Har 
Good-faith you muſt not. ; 


Maid. Angry! we always took you for a civil My 
Gentleman. .. _ + You 
Sir Fred. So ] am itroth, I thin. Han 
Maid. A civil Gentleman will come to a Lady's — 
Lodging at tWo a Clock in the Morning, and knock as — 
If it were upon Life and Death; a Midwife was never * 
Knock'd up with more Fury, * 
Sir Fred, Well, well, Girl, all's well I hope, all's well. 8 
Maid. You have made ſuch an Uproar amongſt the | Nis 


Neighbours, we muſt be for&d to change our Lodging. F 
Sir Fred. And thou art come to tell me whither —— 


Kind Heart ! ; - 
Maid. Ell ſee you glittle better manner'd firſt, _ A 
Becauſe we would not let you in at that unſeafonable 85 

Hour, you and your rude ranting Companions hoop d and - 

.Rollow'd like 'Mad-men, and roar'd out in the Streets, Wo 
A Whore, a Whore, a Whore ! you need not have knock d ¶ Iod 
Good People out of their Beds, you might have met Wo 
12 had been good enough for your purpoſe To 


Sir Fred. Twas ill done Femy, indeed it was. 


Loy Ii 42 Tus. 13 

Maid. Twas a mercy Mr. Wheadle was not there, my 
Miſtreſs's Friend: had he been there, ſh'ad been quite 
Undone. There's nothing got by your lewd Doings: 
Your are but Scandals to a civil Woman: We had ſo much 
The Good-will of the Neighbours before, we had Credit 
For what we wou'd ; and but this Morning the Chandler 
Refus'd to ſcore a Quart of Scurvy-graſs. 
Sir Fred. Hang Reputation among a Company of 
Raſcals ; truſt me not if thou art not grown moſt N 
Wond'rous pretty. [Offers to hug her. 

Maid. Stand off, or I proteſt I'll make the People in 
Your Lodging know what a manner of Man you are. 

Sir a You and] have been intimate Acquaintance 3 
Why ſo coy now, 7 

Maid | Pray 89 You'll never leave till I : 
Shriek out; our Servants liſten, [ Noiſe within, 
Harl there's ſomebody coming. - 

| Enter Beaufort. Mes 
My Miſtreſs charg'd me to tell you ſhe will never ſee 
Your Eyes again; ſhe never deſerv'd this at your : 

Hands, — Poor Gentlewoman !-— You had a fling at 
Me too, you did not whiſper it, I thank you: *Tis a 
Miſerable Condition we Women bring our ſelves to for 
Your fakes. . reep. 

Beauf. How now Couſin ! what, at Wars with the © 
U. Women? 4. oÞ 3 
: Sir Fred. 1 gave a ſmall Alarm to their Quarters laſt . 
8 8 — 5 be "hn 6 * e 
: Beauf. in Tears! what's the occaſion, Gir 
"” Maid. 1'll tell you, my Lord. | n ** * 


is 
Yo 


1 Sir Fred, Buzze; N not 1 a. 

going agen: Clapping his Hand before her Mouth. 
1 Sh'as 9 more Noiſe chan half a dozen Paper-mylls : 
aud London-Bridge at a low Water is Silence to her; in a 
10 Word, rambling laſt Night, we knock d at her Miſtreſe“s 
e Lodging, they deny d us entrance, "whereupon a harm 
Word or two flew. out, ore think, or ſomething 
To that purpoſ . 2 e 


Maid, Theſe were not all your Heroick Actions; 


Die, 


14 LovsmaTus. 
Enter Dufoy. A 
Pray tell the Conſequence, how you march'd bravely | WF 


6 s 


"8 


At the rear of an Army of Link-boys ; upon the ſudden, 
How you Defiance, and then wag'd a bloody 
War with the Conſtable ; and having vanquiſh'd that Ka: 
Dreadful Enemy, how you committed a general Maſſacre il 
On the Glaſs-windows : Are not theſe moſt Honourable 
Atchievements, ſuch as will be regiſtred to your Eterna 
Fame, by the moſt learn d Hiſtorians of Hicks's Hall. II 

Sir Fred. Good {ſweet Fenny let's come to a Treaty ; 
Do but hear what Articles I'll propoſe. 

Maid. A Woman's Heart's too tender to be an Enemy il 
To Peace. [They whiſper 
Duf. Your moſt humble Serviteur, my Lord. 

Beaxf. Monficur, I perceive you are much to blame; 

You are an excellent Governor indeed. 

Du. Begar do you tinke dat I amè de Bedlame ? No 

Tinge but Bedlame can governe hime. - 
Sir Fred. Feuny, here's my Hand; V'll come and make 

Amends for all — pretty Rogue — 

Duff. Ver pret Roguee, vid a Poxé. 

Maid. What rude French Raſcal have you here? 

Duf. Raſcale ! Begar ver it nod vor de reverence of 
My Matre I vod cut off your Occupation, French 
Raſcals ! Whore Engliſh —— 

Sir Fred. Dufey, be gone. and leave us. 

Duff. I vil, 1 vil leave you to your Recreation; I viſhe 
Tou ver good paſtime, and de Poxe, begar. [Exit Dufoy. 
Maid. I never heard a ruder Fellow. Sir Frederick, 
Jou will not fail the time. | | 

Sir Fred. No, no, Fenny. 

. Maid. Your Servant, my Lord. 


[Exit Jenny. 


Beavf. Farewel Jenny. 
Sir Fred. Now dd al this Fury er d ina mild Invitation 
| To the Lady's. | 


Beauf. I have knowa this Wench's Miſtreſs ever fince 
I came from Travel, but never Was zcquainted with thut BF . 
Fellow that keeps her; pr'ythee what is he? 92 
Sir Fred. Why his Name is Wheadle; he's one whoſe 
Trade is Treachery, to make a Friend, and then deceive 


Him; 


Lov is 4 Tus. 15 


im; he's of a ready Wit, pleaſant Converſation, 
roughly skilld in Men; in a Word, be knows ſo much 
en, ft Virtue as makes him well accompliſh'd for all manner 
er vice: He has lately inſinuated himſelf into 


85 


ir Nich las Cully, one whom Oliver, for the 

cre WT canſcendent Knavery and Diſloyalty of his Father, has 

ble MPicqhonour'd with Knighthood; a Fellow as poor in 

nal Experience as in Parts, and one that has a Vain-glorious 
Humour to gain a Reputation amongſt the Gentry, by 


Peigning good Nature, and an Affection to the King and 

His Party. I made a little Debauch t other Day in 

Urbeir Company, where I foreſaw this Fellow's Deſtiny, 
is Purſe muſt pay for keeping this Wench, and all 

Dther Wheadle's Extravagances. But pray, my Lord, 

ow thrive you in yaur more honourable Adventures? 

s Harveſt near ? When is the Sickle to be put i'th' Corn? 
Beauf. I have been hicherto ſo proſperous, my Happineſs 

as ſtill out-Aown my Faith: | | 

othing remains but Ceremonial Charms, 

raciana's fix d i' th? Circle of my Arms. 

Sir Fred. Then y'are a happy Man for a Seaſon, 

Beanf. For ever. . 

Sir Fred. I miſtruſt your Miſtreſs's Divinity; you'll 

ind her Attributes but mortal: Women, like Juglers 

ricks, appear Miracles to the Ignorant; but in themſelves 

h' are meer Cheats. - 

Beauf. Well, well, Couſin; I have engag'd that you 


T2 


for his Day fhall be my Gueſt at my Lord Bevill's Table; 
ich, r make me Maſter of my Promiſe once. 


Sir Fred. Faith I have engag'd to Dine with my Dear 
Lucy; poor Girl, I have lately given her occaſion ro : 
dulpect my Kindneſs; yet for your Sake T1]! venture to 
Break my Word, upon Condition you'll excuſe my Errors; 
ou know my Converſation has not been among 
eremonious Ladies. | 8 

Beauf. All modeſt Freedom you will find allow'd; 
ormality is banifh'd thence. 5 as 

Sir Fred. This Virtue is enough to make mo bear with 
Al the Inconveniences of honeſt Company. a 

; Beanf. 


nny. 
tion 
ince 
that 
hoſe 


eive 
im; 


16 Love a Tus. 
Bea nf. The Freeneſs of your Humour is your Friend. | 
Have ſuch News to tell thee, that I fear thou'lt find thy 
Breaſt too narrow for thy Joy. ; 
Sir Fred. Gently, my Lord, leſt I find the thing too 
Little for my Expectation. 
_ . Beau. Know that thy careleſs Carriage has done mo 
Than all the Skill and Diligence of Love could e er effeà 
Sir Fred. What, has the Widow ſome kind Thoughts 


Of my 2. J 7 St 
_ Beawf. She loves you, and Dines on purpoſe at her 
Brother's Houſe this Day, in Hopes of ſeeing you. 
Sir Fred. Some Women, like Fiſhes, deſpiſe the Bait, 
Or elſe ſuſpect it, whilſt ill it's bobbing at their Mouths 
But ſubtilly wav'd by the Angler's Hand, greedily hang 
- Themſelves upon the Hook. There are many fo critical 
_ Wiſe, they'll ſuffer none to deceive them but themſelves, 
5 5 nas Couſin, tis time you were preparing for your 
Sir Fred. Well, fince tis my Fortune, I'll about it. 
Widow, thy Ruin lye on thy own Head; *faith, my Lord 
You can witneſs 'twas none of my ſecking. [ Exeun 


S Nrn. 


7 © Wheadle's Lodging. 
"ER B } 
Euer Wheadle and Palmer. te 
-Whead. Come, bear thy Loſſes patiently. _ Mo 
. Palm. A Pox confound all Ordinaries, if ever I play C 
In an Ordinary agen — [Bites his Thum 1 
| Whead. Thou'lt loſe thy Money: Thou haſt no Powalmh {1 


To forbear ; I will as ſoon undertake to reclaim a Hor C 


From a Hitch he has learn'd in his Pace, or an old Maſti # 
From worrying of Sheep. + oc 
Palm. Ay, ay, there is nothing will do it but Hemp. C 
Whead. Want of Money may do much It 
alm. I proteſt, I had rather ſtill be vicious than owe lar 
My Virtue to Neceſſity. How commendable is Chaſtit C 
In an Eunuch? I am grown more than half Virtuous o W 
Late: I have laid the — Pad now quite aſide; 1 Nuſt 


Loveina Tus. 17 


alk within the Purlieus of the Law. Could I but leave 
bis Ordinary, this Square, I were the moſt accompliſh d 
an in Town. 
head. Tis pity, thou art Maſter of thy Artz ſuch a 
imble Hand, ſuch neat Conveyance. 
Palm. Nay, I ſhould have made an excellent Jugter; 
aith. 
head. Come be chearful, Pve lodg q a Deer ſhall 
ake amends for all; I lack d a Man to help me ſet wy 
Toils, and thou art come moſt happily. 
Palm. My dear W#headle, who is it? 
WWhead. My new Friend and 2 Sir Nicholas Cully. 
Palm. He's fat, and will ſay well, I promiſe you. 
l do his Buſineſs moſt dextrouſly, elſe let me ever loſe 
The Honour of ſerving a Friend in the like Nature. 
Whead. No more Words, but hatte, prepare for the 
Deſign; Habit your ſelf like a good thrifty Country- man: 
et Tools, Dice and Mony ek and meet me 
t the Devil about Three ay. 
| Enter 3 | 

Bey. Sir, e agg 7 

ead, Deſire him to walk in. Here Palmer, the. 
Back-way, quickly, and be fure—— 

Palm, Enough, enough, I'll warrant thee. Les. Palm 
Enter Sir Nicholas Cully. 

Whead. Sir Nicholas, this Viſit is too great a Favour: I 
tended one to you; how do you find your ſelf this 


orning ? 


lay Cul. Faith much the drier for the laſt Night's wetting; 
un Head. Like thirſty Earth, which Gapes the more for 
Wo {mall Shower; we'll ſoak you throug y to Day. 

jorſe I Cul. Excuſe me, faith Iam engag d. 


head. J am ſorry fort; I meant you 2 ſſire in * 
ood Fortune. But ſince it cannot 2 

Cul. What? what Fortune? 

Whead. Nay *twrill but vex you to know it, fince you 
aye not [iſive to purſue it. 

Cul. Dear Wheadl prythee tell me. 

Whead. Now do I want Power to keep it from you. 
Jult.as you came in at that Door, went out at this a 


i | Waiting 


mp. 


We 
aſtit 
18 0 
3 | 

Wal 


T8 'Lovet «ec Tus. : 
Waiting-Genflewoman, ſent with a civil Meſſage from 3 
Her Lady, to defire the Happineſs of my Company this WR. 
Afternoon, where I ſhould have the opportunity of fecini 
Another lovely brick Woman, newly married to a fool 
Citizen, who will be apt enough to hear Reaſon from i 
One that can ſpeak it — than her Husband : I retun 
My humble Thanks for the Honour ſhe did me, and tbl 
I could not do my ſelf ſo great an Injury to diſobey hl 
Will; this is th 2 but ſince y ave Buſine 4 
Cul. A pox on Buyneſs. I'll defer't. : 
 VWhead. By no means for a filly Woman; our Pleaſu 
| Muſt be Slaves to our Affairs. 
Qui. Were it to take Poſſeiſion of an Eftate, I'd neglel 
It. Are the Ladies Cavaliers?” 
Mead. Oh, moſt -hearted Ladies. 
Cai. How merry will we be then! 
head. I ſay mind your Bus neſs. B 
Cul. ll go and put it off immediately. Where ha 3 ; 
Meet you in the Afternoon? 9 
Whead. You'll find me at the Devil about Three a 1 
Clock, where Texpeet a ſecond Summons as ſhe palles i © 


Toward the 
Cual. Thither will I come without Fail; be fare you 
Wait for me. Dr Cull 


| bend. Wait for thee, as a Cat does for a Mouſe the if 
Intends to with, and then prey upon. How ecaper! 
Did this haif-witted Fellow chap 2 like a 
Ravenous Fiſh, that will _ give the Angler leave to 
nk is Lin, but godly dans up and mere al 


War. [Ex. Lang ' 
S 2 E N E IV. ; 
> The Lord Bevill's Houſe. + 
Enter Graciana, and Aurelia immediately after her, with 
Letter in ber Hand. 


Grac. The Sun's grown lazy ; tis a tedious ſpace 
1 og 
; does not yet appear; Y 

Lore never lowers, Love lure brings him here. 


atk do TE ee 2 
10 r . . 


Loveimalus 19 
Brought on the Wings of Love, here I preſent 
ini Soul, whoſe Body Priſons yet prevent; 


ye noble Bruce, whoſe Virtues are his Crimes. 
1 5 [Grac. rejacts the Letter. 
re you as falſe and cruel as the Times! | | 
ill you not read the Stories of his Grief; 
ut wilfully refuſe to give Relief? 5 
— Grac. Siſter, from you this Language makes me ſtart: 
in you ſuſpect ſuch Vices in my Heart? 
is Virtues I, as well as you, admire; 
never ſcorn'd, but pity'd much his Fire. 
Aur. If you did pity, you wou'd not re: : 
{ Gra. rege&s the Letter again. 
his Meſſenger of Love: This is Neglect. 
= Grac. Tis Crueity to gaze on Wounds I'm ſure, 
ben we want Balſom to effect their Cure. 
rr. 'Tis only want of Will in you, you have 
eauty to kill, and Virtue too to ſave. | 
= Gras. We of our ſelves can neither love nor hate: 
HH cav'n does reſerve the Power to guide our Fate. 
= Aur. Graciana — | K 
Enter Lord Bevill, Lovis, and the Widow, 
2 
? Bev. irl; what, no News af Lover 
ur Dinner's ready, and I am afraid He —— 5 
Incur the Cook's Anger. ES, W 
Mid. I believe has undertook a hard Tack; Sir Frederick, 
They ſay, is no eaſie Man to be perſwaded to come 
Among us Women. | 
Tov. Sir. I Lovis n Lord Bevill biber 


Wie. I am as impatient as thou art, Girl: [D Grac. 


{ 


CE we you on ny Blu: Noe 
TOE dnt 

The Honour of our Houſe now deer Stake. @— 
Has decreed her athens... I 2 penn 


ith 


Tov. 
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Lov. But Sir. 5 . +4 
L. Bev. Forbear to ſpeak; or elſe forbear the Room. 
Lov. This 1 can obey, but not the other. [Ex. Lo 
Enter Foot-Boy. 
; Poor b, Sir, my Lord Beawfort's come. 
L. Bev. Tis well. — 
id. D'hear, are there not two Gentlemen? 
Foot-6. Yes Madam, there is another proper handſom 
Sentleman. Exit Foot-by 
L. Bev. Come, let's walk in, and give them 
Entertainment. 
Wid. Now Couſin, for Sir Frederick, this Man of Mer 
There's nothing like him. . [Exerant all but Aurel 
eu. With curious Diligence 1 ftill have ſtrove 
H the Letter in her Haul 
During your Abſence, Bruce, to breath your Love 
Into my Siſter's Boſom, but the Fire 
Wants force; Fate does againſt my Breath conſpire: 
I have ebey d, though I cannot fulfil, 
Againſt my ſelf, the DiQates of your Wills; 
M7 Loves to yours does yield; ſince you enjoin d. 
# ly court my Rival to be kind; 
With Paſſion tabs as great as you can do, 
1 by thoſe Wounds I have receiv'd from you. 
The difference that's between our Grief ; 
Yours finds no Cure, and mine ſeeks no Relief. 
You unſucceſsfully your Love reveal; 
And I for ever muſt my Love conceal: 
Within my Boſom T'll your Letter wear, 
| Putting the Letter in her Be 
— IK N Exi. 


"4%. 


** 


- KO T It 8 C E N E I. 


The Lord Bevill's Houſe. 
Enter Clark and Dufoy. 


Clark, Ethinks the Wound your Maſter eye you 
N Laſt Night, makes you look very thin, 


Lo vx ia 42 Tus. 21 
Duf. Begar you are miſtake, it be de Wounde dat my 


e did give me long 
— What ſome pretty y Engliſh Lady' 8 crept into 


r Heart? 
Daf, No, but damn'd little Engliſh whore is creeps 
to my Bone begar, me could viſn dat de Diable yould 
ke her vid all my Harte. = 
lark. You have manag'd your Bus neſs ill, Monſieur. 
Df. It vas the Raſcal Cyrugin Engliſh dat did 

nage de Buſineſs ille; me did putte my Buſineſſe into 
s Haunde: he did ſtop de Tape, and de Liquor did 
rks, varks, varks, up into de Heade, and de Shoulder, 


Clark Like Soap clapp'd under a Saddle. 
Duf. Here come my Matre ; holde your Peace. 
[Ex. Clark. 
Enter Sir Frederick, Widow and Maid. 
Sir Fred. Whither, whither do ye draw me, Widow? 
hat's your Defign? 
Wid. To walk a turn in the Garden, and then repoſe. 
a cool Arbour. ESR 
Sir Fred. Widow, I dare not venture my ſelf in thoſe _ 
morous Shades; you have a mind to be talking of Love 
perceive, and my Heart's too tender to be truſted with 
ch Converſation. [ 
Mid. I did not imagine you were ſo fooliſhly conceited; 
it your Wit or your Perſon, Sir, that is ſo taking? 
Sir Fred. Truly you are much miſtaken, I have no ſuch 
reat t Thoughts of the 5 ng Man you ſee; who ever 
7-2 Woman have ſo much Reaſon to build her = Lons 
Go Merit? Have we not daily Experience of I'E4 o 
ortunes, that fling themſelves into the Arms o — idle 
elows? Can you blame me then for ſtanding upon my 
puard ? No, let us ſit down here, have each on's a — 
f Wine at our Elbows; ſo nn I dare enter . 
iſcourſe/with you. 
. Wou'd you have me fit and drink Hand to Fit 4 
ou, as if we were in the Fleece, or Some _ of 


loved Taverns? 


Sir Fred. Faith I wou'd Baye i thee come as near a c 
Poſſible 


— 
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Poffibleto ſomothing or other I have been us d to 
+ Converſe with, that I may the better know how to i 
Entertain thee. ; 
Wid. Pra which of thoſe Ladies you uſe to converſe WM 
With, cou” you fancy'me to look like! be merry, and I 
Tell me. * 
Sir Fred. Twere too great à Sia to compare thee to 1 
Any of them; and yet th aſt fo incens d me, I can _ W 
Forbear to wiſh thee one of em. Ho Dufey! Widow, | 
Stand in awe of this: Gentleman; I muſt have his Advice | 
—— F dare you Company any further Hou ert 


approve the ſpending of my time with this Lady? BW Tr 

Duf. Ver Vere ] could viſh I had never ſpend r E 

My time in de ver 7 Com 1 

. onſieur ; have you been ſick 1 

? F 

Daf. I have de ver Affictioa in my Mindé, gere 

Madavn. 1 2 f ; 

Wid. What is't? | 

Truly I have de ver great Paſſion vor dis Ou 

Jentel- Woman, and ſhe have no Compaſſion at all vor me; Air 

She: do refuſ& me alb my Amort and my Addrefle.. r Fr 

Fd, Indeed; B are to blame. 2 

Add. Our upon | im for a French Difſembler, he it, 
Never ſpake to me in his Life, Madam. f. 

Die You ſee; Madam, ſhe-ſeornE me vor hee x 

Serviteur. fect 

Ai Pray, when did you make any of your French edi 
Love tom. er. 


Daß a kreké ir Hearts to remember de time vm 
— — . 
a you r me to ſerve in this 
Menſieur? gin G 
Duff Madam, it be alleen vor de King dé Franc. 
Mia. ,- whither rum 
Maid. Pl not ſtay to be — by a ſnening 
Valet di chan: Ti be reren d if Tlive; ** 
Ex, Betty, 


wi 4 Pl whe ſome other time. 
Duf. Vur you hive de leiſure, Madam. 
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| Fred. By thoſe So. ” 8 x | 
=_ W Widow? cou d you 
f 


ne I was ſo fond to kifs them? 

d. | You cannot blame me for fanding on my Guard 
ar an Enemy. 

Fred. If you are ſo gonad at that, Widow, let's ſee 


ty} F Guard wou'd' you chuſe to be at, ſhou'd the 
1 pet ſound a Charge to this dreadful Fee? 
ce It is an idle Queſtion amongſt experiencd 


ers; But 5 n War, we'll never trouble 
Trumpet; t 8 prociarm our 
— I will be moſt proper; they hey hl be rung 
25 

l. Why ſo, Sir? 
r Fred. Ill have all the helps that may be to alay a 
gerous Fire; Widows muſt needs have furious 
es; the Bellows have been at Work, and blown em up. 
id. You grow too rude, Sir: E wilt have my 
Dur, a Walk i'th' Garden; and afterwards we'll take 
Air in the Park. | 
r Fred, Lev us join Hands then, Widow. 
id. Without the dangerous hel of a Parſon, I * 
ir Sir. Ex. Sir Fred. and Wid: 
Begar I do no caretwo Soulz if de chamber · Maid 
berge be it not great deal better pretend 
fection to her, dan to tell& de hole Varldé I do _ 
Medicine rer de Chpõꝰ Begar it be dever WI 


7 
7 


K 


ne; 


er. 


SCENE IL 
Garden belonging to my Lord Bevil”s 
8 


| Enter Beaufbre and Graciana. Do 
tau. Graciana, why do you. condema your tal. 
A that, wauld prove... 
my Veſtruction, an unlucky Star, 5 


ot i cating Ruin and Deſpair. 


. 
ds. — 1 U 


Grac. 


7 * 1 SO” 4 F 
y 2 
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Grac, Sir, you miſtake; *tis not my Love I blame? 
But my Diſcretion; * Here the active Flame & Pointing oi 
Shou'd) yeta time have been conceal d, & her Brea. 
Too 2 too ſoon I fear it was reveal d. —_ 
Our l a Surprize, 
We boaſt the ſudden Conqueſts of our Eyes; 
But Men eſteem a Foe that dares contend, 
One that with noble Courage does _ 
A wounded Heart; the Victories t it 
They prize by their own Hazard, and their Pain: 
Beau, 0 Graciana, can you think we take Delight- 
To have our Happineſs 2 us fight; 
Or that ſuch Goodneſs ſnou d us Men ape *Y 
Ar does afford us Heav'n with greater | 
[Enter Lovis, alk diſcontente al 
See where your Brother comes: | 
His Carr'age has been ſtrange of late to me; 
I never gave him cauſe of (ny we g 
He takes no 8 * our being her 
I will ſalute him. 
Grac. By no means: 
Some ſerious Thoughts you ſee ** his Mind. 
I muſt be rei Your Servant, Sir. 
Lov. You are my Siſter's —_— Sir; go mow, 
Upon your Miſt : Fare- Ex 
Beauf. Fare-you-well, i you are no Better Company, 
Heay'ns! What is the Matter ? [Grac, wech 
What ſawcy Sorrow dares approach your Heart? 
Waſte not theſe precious Tears: Qh, weep no more, 
Shou d Heay'n frown, the World wou too poor 
(Robb'd of the ſacred Treaſure of your Tres) 
To pay for Mercy one fit Sacrifice. 
Grac. My Brother, Sir, is DN I fer: 
| Bear. Your Brother is © noble Mind 
Was to ſeyereſt Virtue ftill inclin'd ; 
He in the School of Honour has been bred, 
And all-her ſubtle Laws with heed has read: 
There is ſome hidden Cauſe, I fain wou'd De 
From whence theſe firange Diſorders in him flow. 


— 


cine, ſhall I beg you'to-diſpell oo 1. 
Theſe Miſts kick nd my. troubled Reaſon dwell ? 
=_ Gr. It is a Story I cou'd-wiſh you'd learn, 
om one whom it does not fo much concern: 
am th' unhappy Cauſe of what F aue ſeen ; 
iy Brother's Paſſion does proceed from mine. _ 
2 Beauf. This does confound me more; it cannot bez a 
cou arc the Joy of all your Family: „ 
res he condemn you for a noble Love, | 
BY hich Honour and your Duty both approve? 
Grac. My Lord, thoſe Errors merit our Excuſe 
V hich an Exceſs of Virtue does produce. 
Deaf. I know that Envy is too baſe a Gueſt 
O have a Lodging in his gen'rous Breaſt; 
Tis ſome Extream of Honour, or of Love, 
r both, that thus his Indignation move. 
= Grac. Eer I begin, you my {ad Story end; 
ou — Rival to his deareſt , - 
We Beauf. Graciana, though you have a Share 
f Beauty, all that ſee you Rivals are; 8225 
er during this ſmall Space I did proclaim 
you, and to the World, my purer Flame, 
never ſaw: the Man that durſt draw near, 
ich his ambitious Love t aſſault your Ear. 
| — cones — —— 2 | a 
11) ac. N n de, ou d it is no Wonder. : 
en Ic has a Miſtreſs more feno wn d than Hr 5; 
hom he does court, his dearer Loyalty; | © + 
Ie fs eels Legs docs now her Favour wear ; Ip 
e 15 conftn'd by her foul Raviſher: | 
ou may not know his Perſon; but his Name 
 firange to none that have convers d with F ame. 
„„ 5.26 a5 gd e 
Beanf. The Man indeed · I ne er did fee, m.. 
cond Wonders of his Galan. Eb wn | 
4c. This gallant Man my Brother ever loy'dt: 
t bis Heroick Virtues ſo ivprov'd . 1 | 
, me thoſe Seeds of Love which firſt were fown, 
K to the higheſt Friendſhip they are grown, - 
| is Friendſhip firſt, and not his Love to me, 
SUL an Alliance with our Family, 
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My Sifter 1 my ſelf were 
From learning how to live, to live at — 
When barren of Diſcootſe one Day, and free 
With's Friend, my Brother chane'd to talk of mes 
Vnlucky Accident! His Friend repl yd. 
He long bad wiſh'd their Blood might bead 
Then 'preſe'd bim that they might my Fecher move 
To give an 3 to his Love: 
His Perſon ang his : Merits Were ſo great, 
He granted faſter than they cou'd entreat: 
He wilpd the Fates that govern Hearts would be 
So kind to him, to make our Hearts agree, 
But told them he had made a ſacred Vow, 
Never to force hat Love ſhoud diſallo vp. 
Enter Sir Frederick and M idow. 
But ſe, Sir Frederick and my Aunt. 
My Lord, ſome other time I will relate 
The Story of his Love, andlof its Fate. f 
Sir Freu. How now my Lord? G:grave = Gountenance|i 
In the Preſence of your Miſtreſt? W ijỹu⏑u, 'whatweou'd | 
You give your Eyes had Power e made me dach male | 
Melancholy Gentleman? 4 
Wid. 1 have ſeen den us merry 2 Man-as wel, 


Sir Frederick, gh ro and with fi Ame (6nd wc \ 
With a triſtful Look teh} amournful Tale tom Lady. 17 
Enter n Foot-boy, u Sir Fredetiek. A 
Sir Fred. The. Der owes-fome Menca Shame; 1 Le 
Coach is ready: Widow, 'I1know- 'yowareAembitious'to 
Be ſcen in my Company. hel 
Wid. My Lord, and Couſin, will you Honour me Ml 
With yours to the Park; that may n Patt 
Ot his? 5 etici 
* of. Mad Enter © ws and r * 
Beauf, Madam, 'w wait upon you; * eli 
Not leave this Lady behind) us. — A 
Wid. Couſin me ———— 2 
Aur. Madam, * owl exeole we,cand you, | 
My Lord; I feels lde lind ,, aud dare not 
Venture into:fodharpian/ mi. 


Beauf. Vourservam, Madam. P. — 
Aur. Retire: I would nt have — ans me, 
Fe too great a Train of Miſery, 


et 
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\ WF Virtuous Love in none be Cauſe of Shame, 
yy ſhou'd it be a Crime to wn the Flame? 
1 * we by Cuſtom, not by Nature ted, 
lud in the beaten Paths of Honour read. 
= (ove thee Bruce; but Heay'n, what'have I done! 
1 eticia, did I not command you hence? 
Lic. Madam, I hope my.Care is no Offence: 
cm afflicted thus to ſee you take | 
elight to keep your Miſeries awake. 
A. Since you have heard me, fwear you will be true 
ticia, none muſt know Tilave but you. 
Letic. If I at any time your Love declare, 
Hay I of Heav'n and you deſpair. 
hough I am young, yet 1 ve felt this Smart; 
dye once was buſte with my tender Heart. 
Aur. Wert thou in Love? 
Letic. I was. 
| Aur. Pr'ythee, with whom ? 
ace Letic. With one that like my ſelf did newly bloom: 
a ecbougbts his Actions were above'his Years. [She wrep?. 
beſ ? | Aur. Leticia, You confirm me by your Tears: 

Wow believe you low'd; did he love you? = 

WT Zi. That had been more than to my Love was due: 
e was ſo much above my humble: Birt 
ly Paſſion had been fitter for his Mirth. 
Aur. And does your Love continue ſtill the ame? 
Let. SomesSparks remain, but time has pench'd the Flamez 
hope twill prove: as kind to bu, Tout 
Theſe greater Griefs which (Madam) you 8 
Aur. Time to my bleeding Heart brings no Relief; 
death there muſt heal the fatal Wounds of Grief, 
tticia, come, within this ſhady Bower 
We'll join our mournful Voices, and repeat 
Thc ſaddeſt Tales we over learn d of Love. 


Aurelia and Leticia wall into . and fig this 


Song in Parts. 
* HEN Phillis warch'd ber harwleſs Sheep 
Not one Lamb was made'a: Prey 
& fe had ce to weep. 
er fl 


Heart did go aſtray. 
B 2 
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_ Then flying to the Neighb ring Grove, 
She left the tender Flock to rove, | 
And to the Winds did breathe her Love. 
She fought tn van 
| "To eaſe her Pain; 
The beedleſs Hunds did fan her Fire 
Venting her Grief 
Gave no Relief; 
Brut rather did increaſe Deſire, 
Then ſuting with ber Arms a-croſs, © 
Her Sorrows flreaming from each Eye; 
She fax d her Thoughts upon ber Loſs, 3 
And in Deſpair reſold to die. 4 
Aur, Why you weep, Leticia, whillt we ſi ng? | © | 
[Walking-out of the Arbour, 4 Ht 
Tell me from whence thoſe gentle Currents ſpring. 3H 
Can yet your faded Love — ſuch freſh Showers? 
This Water is too good fer dying Flowers. 
Letic. Madam, it is ſuch Love commands this Dew 
As cannot fade; it is my Love to you. 
Aur. Leticia, I am weary of this Place; 
And yet I know not whither I ſhou'd go. 
Lezic. Will you be pleas'd to try if you can lleep? 
That may deceive you of your Cares a while. | 
Aur. I will: There's nothing here does give me Eaſe, 
But in the End will nouriſh my Diſeaſe. [Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. e 


Enter Wheadle, and immediately after him 4 For- boy. 


head. The Hour is come; where's your Maſter, Sirrab 
Foot-b. He'll be here immediately, Sir. 
head. Is he neatly dreſs'd? 


Foot-b. In the very Suit he won ty other Day of the 
Buckinghamſhire Graſier. 


Whead. Take this Letter, and give os when you 


Perceive me talking with Sir Nicholas Cully, — 
P.ccommendations from a Lady; Jurk in ſome ſecret Pla 
Till he's come, that he may not perceive you at his 
Entiaace, Oh, here's Palmer. LE Foot bo. 


Thon. 
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Thom, what's the Price of a Score of fat 
| Wethers? - [ Enter Palmer, 
Palm. Do they not well become me, Boy >: .. 
| r/head. Nature doubtleſs intended thee for a Rogue, 
Che has ſo well contriv'd thee for Diſguiſes. Here comes 
Sir Nicholas. Enter Sir Nicholas. 
Sir Nicholas, come, come; this. is an honeſt Friend and 
| Country man of mine. 
Sir Nich, Your Seryant, Sir; Is not the Lady come 
By yet? | 

J, expect her every Moment. Ho, here's her 
Boy. Well, what News ? [ Enter Boy. 
Boy, My Lady preſents her Service to you, Sir, and 
Has ſent you this. [ Delivers a Letter. 

[( Wheadle reads, and ſeems much diſpleas d. 

Sir Nich. What is the matter, Man? 
bead. Read, read, I want [Gives Cul. the Letters 
Patience to tell you. Fortune ſtill jades me in all my 
x pectations. 
IF Sir Nich. (reading the Letrer.) The Citizen's Wife, fore'd 
b 7 20 0 Greenwich with ber Huzband, will meet e 
Iime next Week, 
1 Come, come, Wheadle, another time will do; ko & 
Paſſionate, Man, 

Whead. I muſt abuſe my Friend upon an Idle ; 
Woman's Word! | 
Sir Nich. Piſh, tis an Accident: come let us drink a 
Glafs of Wine, to put theſe Women out of our Heads. 
I „Women! ? ho Boys, Women, where are the 
omen? 


Ibead. Here's your merry Countryman. 


* 
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Wing ſengs. 
| To bri — to his beck; 
But as he wound her to him. 


The Apron-ſtrings did break, 
Enter Drawer with Nine. 
Sir Nich, A merry Man indeed. Sir, my Service - 
o you Drinks to Palmer. 


B 3 Palm. 
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Palm. Thank yon, Sir. Come Mr. I#headle, | f 
Remembeing my Land lord, i' faith; wou'd he were e 
Among us now. Come be merry Man.* Lend [ Tu Sir Nich. 1 . 
Me your Hand; Sir; you look like an honeſt Man; 1 
Here 92 — Healch to all that are ſo: 5 3 . 


Sir Nich. Mr. ipheadle, to you. ; 3 
{ Drink, — ene ſome mate cighl F fe 
. Pa'm. I'll not abate yo ou an Ace. *Slid, y' are not lo 
| — — ber Nicholas int, up ab 114 

A 
| b any Man baulk yy ag Liquor, 1 
Let bim never bawth 8 B 
Bur ſing # Pſoln! there wi 16 Vicar, - 5 


Or die in a Dirty Ale-howuſe. 


Enter Drawer.” ; F 90 ©] 
With. his Maſter Palucer.. = \ 
Palm. So, ſo, thank thee Lad; it is my Man, I 2 
Appointed him to call here; bas fold the Cartle Tl 4 
Warrant you: I'll wait * you again preſently, | 
Gentlemen. [ Exiz. Palme 
Whead. ls not this a very pleaſant Fellow? 
Sir Nich. The pleaſanteſt I ever met with ; what is he! 


Whead. He's a Buckingham ſhire Grafier, very, rich; Fit 
He has the fat Oxen, and fat Acres in the Vale: I met Ha 
Him here by chance, and cou'd not avoid drinking a | 
Glaſs o Wine with him. L believe he's gone down to Ho 
Receive Morey; twere an excellent Deſign to bubble him Co! 

Sir Nich. How 'twou'd change his merry Note; will l 
You try him? Yo! 

head. Do you; I cannot appear in't; becauſe he take Ro: 
Me for his Friend. = 

Sir Nich. How neatly could tape upon lim?! | Ger 

Whead. All thing 5 wk paſs upon him; P11 go your We 
Half: Talk of Dice, you'll perceive if he's coming. * 


What Money have you about you? = 
Sir Nich. Ten Pleces, | | 


. Love is a Tus. 31 


= 7/head. I have about that Quantity too; here, take it. 
en rf he ſhould run us out of our ready Money be ſure you 
et him deep upon Tick, if he'll be at you, that we 
ay recover it; for we'll not pay a Farthing of what we 
$81 of that Way. Huſh, here he comes. 
Eꝛter Palmer with, a Bag of Money under his Arm, 
+... nd. flings it upon the Table. - | 
palm. Al my fat Oxen and Sheep are melted to this, 
entlemen. on f 
head. Their Greaſe is well try d, Sir. 
Sir Niah. Come, Sir, for all your Riches, you are in 
e | [Offers him a Glaſs. 
Palm. I'll be ſoon out of your Debts: My hearty Love, 
To you, Sir. [ Drinks.) Wou'd I had you both in 
Buckinghamſhire, and a Pipe of this Canary in my Cellar; 
We'd roaſt an Ox before we parted; ſhou'd we not, Boy? 


4 Palmer ſongs... 
Ws fngs and we'd laugh, and we 4 drink all the 
| a4 4 


| Our Reaſ we + baniſh, our Senſts ſhou'd ſway ; 
4 We Wills ſhou'd obe. I 


Palm. Come, drink to me a brimmer if you dare now. 
Sir Nich. Nays if you provoke me you'll find me a 

Bold Man: Give me a bigger Glaſs, Boy: So, this is 

Fit for Men of Worſhip: Hang your: retail Drinkers; 

1 thee, my brave. Country- man. [Dritte. 
Pain. Til do all T can for my Guts to pledge thee. 

0 Ho, brave Boys! that's he, that's he, i faith; how I 

im Cou'd hug thee now Mr.,#/headle, to you. 


il Whead. T proteſt. Gentlemen, you ll frĩght me out of 
Your Company. Sir Nicholas, ſhall we have Yother 
kes Round? | 


Sir Nich. Let's pauſe a while, What fiy you, 
Gentlemen, if to paſs away the time, and to refreſſi us, 
We ſhou'd have a Box and Dice, aud fling a merry 
* * our ſelves in Sport? : 
„ twill it 1 I : | 
a lg it al good Company, dy v0 mers 
nd Palm, Hang Play among Friends; let's have's Wench. 
| 24 SINGS, 


Lovsz is a ' Tus. 
SING — 5 
ND Jenny was , 
A Sh * Wavy ab - Will; 
Bug 1 lefs ber and her Toy | 
I When once I had got my Fill, 
What ſay ou, ſhall we have her? 
Sir Nich. We are not drunk enough for a Wench. 
Palm. Let's ſing a Catch then. iY 
Whead. Cull. Agreed, agreed. | x 
Whead. Begin, Mr. Palmer. 1 
Palmer ſings, ſtanding in the middle, with a  Glaſ of vol 


in his Hand, 
Palm, I Have no Deſign here, 
But drinking good 2 bore. 
Whead. Nor I, Boy. | 
Sir Nich. Nor I, Boy. 
Whead. Th art my Boy. 
Sir Nich. I art my Boy. 4 
All Three. Our Heads are too airy for Pla: 
Let us hug then 2 three, 1 
Since our Virtues agree, 
Well hollow and ca caff uh cagy Hate. | 
[They hollow whiift Palmer drinks, and th! 
change till it has gone round. . 
Sir Nich. Enough, cnough. | 
Palm. Very good Boys all, very good Boys at. Give 
Me a Glaſs of Wize there; fill a Brimmer: Sir Nicholas, 
Your Lad 
Sir Nick, Pray, Sir, forbear; I muſt be fore'd to 
Leave your Company elſe. Pr'ythee, Wheadle, let's hay 
A Box and Dice. 
bead. We ſhall grow dull. Mr. Palmer, what foy 
You to the Bug'neſs? + 
Palm. ] do not underſtand Dice: I underſtand good 
Paſture and Drigk Hang the Devil's Bones. 
[ Wheadle whiſpers Cully to ſend for Dice, Cully whiſper 
the Drawer. 
| Palmer ſings. 
N E that leaves his Mine for Boxes and Dice, 
Or his Wench for fear of Miſhaps, 
May be beg all his Days, cracking of Lice, 
And die in concluſion of Claps,” | 


ry 8. 


* 
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» Enter Drawer-with Dice. | 
palin. Come, come, Gentlemen, this is the har mleſſer 
ort of the two 5 a merry Glaſs round. : 
Lie Nich. Excuſe me, Sir; Fll Pledge you here. Takes Dice, 
"Wome, come, Sir, on Six; Six is the Main. ; 
ram. The Main? what's the Main. 
Sir Nich. Do not you underſtand Hazard ? 
Palm. I underſtand Dice, or Hap-hazard ! 
Sir Nich. Can you play at Paſſage? h 
Palm. You pa my Underſtanding : I can fling moſt 
= a Throw, for a Shot, or a Glaſs of Wine. 
ir Nich. Paſſage is eaſily learn d: The Caſter wins if 
e fling above Ten with Doublets upon three Dice. 
Palm. How Doublets? 
2 — Nich. Two of a fort ; two Cinques, two Tre's, 
dhe like. N 

Palm. Ho, ho; I bave you. 
ir Nich. Come, ſet then. 
Pam. 1 ſet you this Bottle. 
Sir Nich. Nay, nay, ſet Mony. 
ln. ]s it a fair Play, Mr. #headle 7 I truſt to you. 

ad. Upon my Word a very fair ſquare Play; kut 
h his Table is fo wet, there's no playing upon it. 
Drawer. Will you be pleas d to remove into the next 
dom, Gentlemen? 


© 
— 1 1 
3 45 
=” 
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zive Sir Nich. I think twill not be amiſs. 
las, ed. Much better. Come Mr. Palmer. 


Palm, I' follow, Sir. 


hay Palmer ſings. 
F ſhe be not as kind as fair, 
lay 1 — | iſh and L » 


Leave her, ſhe's only worth the Care 
Of ſore Fack-a- dandy. 

J won d not thee ſuch an Aſs, 
Had'ft thou ne er ſo much leiſure, 

To ſigh and whme for ſuch a Laſs 
Whoſe Pride's above her Pleaſure. 


dir Nich. Ho brave Boy. 
2a Palm. March on, march on. 
B 5 SINGS, 
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A 
M ARE mich of eu Buxome. Girl, 
Her value i; abrue the Pearl, | 
That takes Delight in ſporting, 


_ 


SCENE, A Tavers. 


Enter Sir Nicholas Cully, Wheadle, Palmer, and Drove 


Palm. AY, Sir Nicholas, fe r all your haſte, I mult 
Have a Note under your - for the 
Thouſand Pounds you owe me. PN B 
Whead. This muſt not be among Friends, Mr. Pain 
Sir Nicholas ſhall not pay the M,. | 7 
Sir Nich. L had bean à Mad-man to-phy at fuck a il 
Rate, if 1 had ever intended to pa. =_ 
Palm, Tho 1 am but a poor Countey- man, L 
Scern to be chaos d: I have Friends in Town. 
lead. But hark you Mr. Palmer. 
Palm. Hark me no harks 3 I'll have my Mony. 
Sir Nich. Drawer take your Rech ning. A: | 
head. ¶ Laughing.) Farewcl, Sir; haſte into the Count 
To mind your Cattel. 
Palm. But hark you, Gentlemen; are you in carne 
Head. Ay indeed; fare you well, Sir, : 
Palm. I took you fer my Friend, Mr. 
But now | perceive what you are. | 
* Your Ear, Sir. | "TCO 
Head. Never fear him; hedazesnoy\go into theFic 
Without it be among his Sheep. 1 
Cul. Agreed ; to morrow, about Eight in tfie Mornig 
Near Pancridge. e 
bead. 1 will have the Honour to ſerve you, Sit Nich 
Provide your ſelt a Second, Mr. Palmer. : 


[Exeznt Sir Nich. and Wbeadle la i 


5 
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an. So, Laugh. This is the Sheep that I muſt = 
4 I LCCCC, ; : Exit. 
= $6 ENE U. Covent Garda | 
ous re- $ir Frederick Frollick, wich Fidlers before him, aud 
4 or eight Link-boys, Dancing and Singing. 


ir Fred. Here, here, this is the Window 3 range -_ 
ses here. 
2 Bier the Bell. man. 
a Bell. m. God morrow, Gentlemen. 
Sir Fred. Honeſt Bell- man, pry'thee lend me thy Bell. 
Zell m. With all my Heart, Maſter. 
Y [Sir Fred, rings Ho Bell, and then repeats theſe Verſes, 
un r Fred. VO Widow, that do ſleep Dog ſleep, 


And nam for your dead Hu;band weep, 
Percerving well what want you have 
.v Of rhar poor Worm has eat in Grave; 
E 1 Riſe out of Bed, and ope the Door; 
® jad s that will all your Foys reſtore. 
= Good-morrow, M. ge dear, Good-marrow. 
| Good-morrow, 2 


He rings the Bell again. 
The Chamber-maid comes to he indow unlac d, holding 
her Petticoats in ber Hand. 

Maid. 17 oy comes at this unſeaſonable Hour, wp 
Diſturd my Lad " 189 
Sir Fred, An ſt Bell. man to mind ker of her Frailty. 
Maid. Sir Frederick, | wonder you will offer this; you 
Will loſe her Favour for ever. 
Sir Fred. Y'are miſtaken; now's the time to creep into 
Her Favour. 

Maid. Lam ſure y'ave wak'd me out of the ſweeteſt 
sleep: Hey ho 
Sir Fred. Poor Girl! let me in, 11] rock thee into 
A ſweeter. 


Maid, I hear a ſtirring in my Miftreſs's Chamber; 1 


ad Relieve y'ave frighted her. it Maid. 
K Sir Fred, Sound. a freſh Alarm; b Hand. 
ugh (EIdlars * 
P 
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The Widow comes to the Window in her Night-Gown. 
Wid. Whoſe Inſolence i is this, that dares t me 


_ ? 
Fred. in o If there V Iuſolence in Love, 'tis I 
a — Þ Have done you this unwilling Injury. 
IWig. What pitiful riming Fellow's that? He ſpeaks 1 
If he were prompted by the Fidlers. 
Sir Fred. Alas; * Pains I take thus to uncloſe 
Thoſe pretty Eye-lids which lock d up my Foes! 8 
Wid. A godly Book wou'd become hat Tone a great 
Deal i He might get a pretty Living by reading 
Mother Shipter's Propheſies, or ſome Pious rtation t 
At the Corner of a Street: His mournful Voice, I vow; 
Has mov'd my Com 
Sir Fred. Ay, ay, we ſhou'd have a Me of 
One another indeed, Widow. 
Wig. Sir Frederick, is it you ? 
Sir Fred. Yes truly ; and can you be an 
Have not your Qusrters deen oleh up at 22 mel 
Seaſonable Hours before now ? 
wid. Yes, but it has been by one that has had a 
Commiſſion for what he did: Pm afraid ſhou d it once 
Become your Duty, you wou'd ſoon grow-weary of the 
layment. 
Sir Fred. Widow, I hate this diſtance ; tis not the 
Engliſh Faſhion, 28 let's come to't Hand to Fiſt, 
8 d. 1 ine no Entertainment to ſuch lewd Perſons, 
Fare wel, Si [Exit Wid. 
Sir Fred, PII fetch thee again, or eonjure the whole 
'Garden up. Sing the cu I taught you at the Roſe, 


[ Fidlers fing, 


SONG. 


E that will win a Widow's Heart 
Muſt bear up briskly to her: 

She loves the Lad that's {oe and ſmart, 

But hates the formal Mooer. 


Widow rans to the Window again, with her Maid. 
id. Hold, hold, Sir Frederick; what do you imagine 
The Neighbours will think ? Sir 


I 
his 
Ne 
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s. rd. So ill, J hope, of thee, thou it be forced to 


iar the better of me. W 

3 714. am much bebolden to you for the Care ou 
e of my Reputation. 5 | | 
1 ir hag Talk ao more, but let the Door be open'd ; 

else Fidler e 


. Pray hold; what Security ſhall I have for your 
a Bchaviour ? | 

ir Fred. My Word. 1 | 5 
i. That's pawn'd at the Tavern from whence you 


me. $1 
ir Fred. Thy own Honeſty then; is that engag'd? 
Wi. 1 think that will go nigh to ſecure N 'em 
ance, Betty. *  [ Ex. Widow and her Maid. 
Enter Palmer, with a Link before him. 
ir Fred. Ha! whe goes there? 
alm. An humble Creature of yours, Sir. 
ir Fred. Palmer in a Diſguiſe ! what Roguery haſt 
Wy been about? 3 = | 
Wal. Out of my Loyal Inclinations doing Service to 
Majeſty. 3 „„ 
. Fred, What ? a plotting ? : 
alm. How to deſtroy his Enemies, Mr. headle and I 
very Vigilant. | ES 
r Fred. In bubbling of ſome Body, on my Life. 
alm. We do not uſe to boaft our Services, nor do we 
Rewards; good Actions recompence themſelves. 
r Fred. Ho the Door opens; farewel, Sirrah. _ 
tlemen, wait you without, and be ready when I call, 
ſt Bell- man drink this. [Gives the Bell-man Mony. 
m. Thank you, noble Maſter. [Exit Bell-man. 
r Fred. entring. Here's ſomething to ſtop thy Mouth 
Y [The Maid ſbriieks. 
aid. Out upon you, Sir Frederick; you'll never leave 
old Tricks, 3 ; [ Exemunt. 


SCENE III. The Widw's Hoaſe. 


Sir Frederick, leading the Widow, follow'd by her Maid. 
Fred. Little did I think I ſhou'd have been braughr 


| is paſs,: Love never had the Pawer to rab me of 
elt before, Wide 


/ 


% 
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111d. Alas poor Gentleman ! he has not been us 
Theſe late Hours. | 

Sir Fred. Widow; dv not you be peevith now, * tis 
Dangerous Jeſting with my Affection ; tis in its infa 
And muff be humour d. 

Wid. Prey teach me how, Sir. ED 

Sir Fred. "why, with Riffes, and ach pretty littte 
Dalliances ; thus, thus. | [Xiſes ».8 

Wid. Hold, hold, Sir; if it be ſd froward it mm | 
To Nurſe ; Tam not ſo fond'of it as you — 4 3 pra 
How have you diſ bt of your have Comerades ? 
You teft them to of rhe Beadfe'?? 

Sir Fred. No, you. rin aoquainted with their 
Virtues, Eater. Nef rn 
Enter the Fidlers, an a Maſque o the Link: wha 

Dancing-Maſters, diſguis d for the . | 

Mid. Theſe are Men of Skill. [After tbe Ma 

Sir Fred. F difguis'd em for your Entertainment, MM 
838 Well, Sir, now I. * you'} leave me to wy 
- Sir Fred. Can you in Conſcience turn a, Young Mall 
Qut of Doors at this time ot Night, Widow: ? Fic, 
The very Thought on't will keep you waking., 

Wid.. So pretty, ſo well-fayour'd a. * Man ; or 


That oo ok 7 
| one that loves you. "ny 
wid. Troly tis a very hard Kunth, WY, » 

Sir Fred. Come, come, be mollify'd. You may g | 
Gentlemen. and leave me here; — may go. 
| LT abe Maſy 
M. You may ſtay, Gentlemen; you may ſtay, anf C. 
Take your Captain along with you ; Fou'll find good BW Y 

ers in ſome warm, Hay-lott. 

Sir Bred. Mercileſs Woman ] Do but lend me thy 
Maid; faith 1]! uſe her very tenderly and lovingly, e 
As d uſe thy ſelf, dear Widow, if thou woy'dlt but 

Make proof of my Affection. 

Mid. If the D carry your ſuſpicious perion arri 
Tue Compter, pray let me have notice of it; TI corey, 
My: Taylor to be your Bail. ad 1 
Sir N Gb, e mad bo id * | 


— , 
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; 1 
3 

"Ha 

2 


n 


d give notiee of our coming. Farewe}, Widew ; I 

15 ſolitary Condition. Exeunt, Fidlers playing; 
SCENE IV. Sir Frederic Lodging. 
Þ Eusen Dufoy and Clark. 
"oF [!:rk. 1 wander Sir Frederick ſtays out ſo.late, 

Daf. Dis is noting 3. ſix, ſeven.a Clock in the Morning 

ver good Hour. a 
Cd. I hope he does not uſe theſe Hours oſten. 

Def. Some ſix, ſeven time a Veek ; no oſtiner. 
Clark. My Lord commanded me to wait his coming. 
Du: Matré Clark, to divertiſe you, I vil tell you 
ow 1 did get be acquainted vid dis Bedlam Matr. 
ot two, tree Year ago me had for my convenianee 
Wiſcharge my ſelf from . Enten Faat- bay, 
WW: Matre Noſtel to a Perſon of Condition in, Faria ; i 
ven after de diſpatch of my little Affaire 
Ws Foot-b. That is, after hiad ſpent his Mony, Sir. 
Jan foutrs.de Lacque; me vill have de Vig and 
Belle vor your Breeck, Rogue. 
Foot-b. Sir, in a Word, he was Faci- Pudding to a 
Wountebank, and turn'd off far want of Wit: M 
aſter pick'd him up before a Puppit-ſbaw, ka. 
| Ls: Cuſtard, to ſend him with a Letter ta the 
Olt. pf x 
Daf. Morbleu, ſee, ſee de Inſolance of de Foot-boy + 


liſh, Bogre Raſcale, yu lie, begar I vil cuttè your 


dau rroaté. Exit Foot: boy. 
„ 08 Clark, He's a * on with yaur Story, Monſieur. 
good Duf, Matre Clark, I am your ver bumble Serviteur ; 


ut begar me have no patience to be abuſe. As I did 

day, om br diſpatche of my Affairè, van Day being 
dele, vich- does produce de Mellancholique, I did valké 
Dver de new. Bridge in Parie, and to devertiſe de Time, 

+ my more feriovus Toughte, me did look to fee de 
arionete and de Jack-puddinge, vich did play hundred 
Tetty Tricks, time de Collation vas come; and vor L 


orb than any Nis fortune 1 can meet with, Strike up, 


ad no Compmy, I vas unvilfing to gp to de Cabarete, 


* 
5 1 
1 eee te *. 


2 


* 


r : 
- — 


Tellé me dat de Englis Jentleman had de Letré vor de 


Deſprit, and of Vitte, did entreate me to be his Serviter 
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Of thy Kindneſs. 
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40 LOVE xe Tus. 


But did buy a Darrjole, lite] Cuſtarde vich did ſatisfie 
My Apetite ver vel : In dis time young Monſieur de 
My ver good Pine, of ver great Quality, van dat 


y ver Friende, and has done me ver great and 
Infignal Faveure) come by in his Caroche, vid dis 
Sir Frollick, who did Pention at the ſame Academy, to 
Learn the Language, de bon Mine, de'great Horſe, 
Many oder Trike : Monlieur ſeeing me did make de 
Bowe, and did beken, beken me come to him! He di 


Poſté, and did entreatè me (if 1 had de oppertunity) 
To ſee de Letre deliver: He did tellè me too, it vold} 
Ver great Obligation: De Memory of de Faveur I had 
Receive from his Famelye, beſide the Tnclination I 
Naturally have to ſerve de Strangers, made me returned 
De Complemen vid ver great Civility, and fo I did t 
De Letrd, and ſee it deiivere, Sir Fyollick perceiving 

(By de Management of dis Aﬀaire) dat I vas Man 


Me did take d' Affection to his Perſons, and vas conten 
To live vid him, to counſel and to adviſe him. You 
Now: de lie of de Bougre de Lacque Engliſhe, Morbl 
: Enter a Foot-man. © 
Foor-m. Monſieur, the Apothecary is without. 
Dat News be no ver velcome, „ Mate 
Clark, go and fit you down ; I vil but ſwal my 
Break-face, and be vid you again preſant. Morbleu 
L'Apothecare. Eg [xm 


SCENE V. A Hell. 
Enter Wheadle and Cully. 
Cul. Dear Wheadle, this is too dangerous a Teſtim« 


head. I ſnou d be angry with you if you thought 
What makes you ſo ſerious ? 8 
Cul. 1 am ſorry 1 did not provide for both our Safcti 
Whead. How fo? ?; 5 3 
Cul. Colonel Hewſon is my Neighbour, a1d very go 
Friend; I might have acquait ted him with the Bu ine 
And got him with a File of Musketeers to a 
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; head. But this _ not g Honour. 
7 d the Wor e Ju 
þ Ll Let the World have judg d what it wou d: Hare 
ot had many 4 r any of late, and the World | 

ss not what to ju 

# * har you {the was no need to hazard your 
tation; here's no Enemy a 

. We have done our Duty, -er 

je I . We ought to wait a while. 

- 3« . The Air is fo bleak, I vow I can no longer 


re it. 

. Have a little Patience, methinks I ſee two, 

had ing towards us in the next Cloſe. * 

J. Where, where? Tis them. 8 

head. Bear up bravely now like a Man. 

.I proteſt vi am the worſt Diſſembler in Caſes of. 

Nature. ' 

ead. Along; look like a Man of Reſolution, . 

her, whither go you? 

.. But to the next Houſe to make my Will, for 

70 of the worſt: Tell them VI! be here EEA 

Horb 2 no Ger Ter it you give em the leaſt occaſion 
RIO appcar like Lions. 

"Well ix chat 8 ring Security for the Monyz . 


will bring 

* Palmer and his Second.” +. 

I foe you ride the Fore-horſe, Gentlemen. 15 
10 fri but Cully, who fumbles with his Doublet: 


-morrow, Sir. 
7rd Sir, let us match the Swerds, To Wheadle, 


r : g a e. 


E 


ek 


E hat 422 755 25 Bilbo Blade, \ rg 

Wherewi ut d to vapour; 
Full m RN 

| Td wines and cnt @ Caper, | 

| Safeti Here's your Sword, Sir. [79 Palmer: 

Come, Sir, are you ready for this Sport? [Ta Cully 

2 l. By and by, Sir; 1 will not rend ü Buttons 

WP oubler for no Man's Pleaſure, | * 
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$2 


— RR malie haſte. 
. _ Cul. Hang em, the Devil eggs em on; they willh 
- Palm. What, wilt you never Tavedane-fumbling? 


| 


N no Come, be e y under it. 
> as Ju. + 1 0 On 
Whead; I am for you; Sit. $, 
Wheadle and the ES 10 
Me, hear me. 
bead. What's the matter? 
JIN a 
Cauſe; I will pay the RN ſt 
. How con is Man, overcome byt 
' Beaſts as Reaſon raiſes him above them. I will my | 
Fight you boths- eome on, if — 
ä difown: all che Kindneſb I over had for 
Were are theſe Mer ef valeur, which-owe yu 
Their Inſdlence my 
Chill Dear is eee thy 
mind. 
Serve ye ——— than my Life?" 
— D Do you — Towns what — wow'd\do? 
Fortune for my one Man. *. 
Cul. I will pay it all, 3 + th dw; 
Palm. dee fuck Security fo it a my Fed 
Adviſe. 


Sec; This ei ae gh ben with tis ou 
Sec. gr — here, Sir. {Tb Wbe 
Cul. Hold, hold, I'beſtech you, Mir, Paine hea 
Cul. My Conſcience will not hi 
Worſt  Paſhons, dee ee hides as: much bel 
l dear Wheadh, do dub hear me. 
"Virtue to- this Mae Vice? Let: me ge, I vill c 
bead. n whe would you Have me do? 
-"'Tou- confider'd what r thouſand Pounds-is7" r 
2 N — new de you © 
This Money:? 
See, A Warrant to' confeſs a Ju 


t from you 


„ You ſhal be dente ff you dan bne ., 
H 

Pee and Ser. ell have you OPT I. 
[They proffer br; Cul ht Tg 


* 


* i 4 Tun 42 


5 let ie de fo, You ſhall have a 
ment, Gemlemen. 

bead. I will take care herenſter with whom Fen 
[The Second poll. Papers out of his Poe . 
t? you have your Tacklings about you. | 

c. "oy have Artieles for Peace, as well as Weapons 


4% Difparch, diſpatch then, put me to no more 


ent with delays. 
c. Come Sir Nicholas-to:the Book; you ſte we are 


durable, we grant you the Benefit of your 2 
Cul. bes om Palmer's: Back, and ug . 
Mr. E Beanle, Agora” the Work. 


r helping Hand good 
5 =_ eee the 1 
at ce. 


* dem E —. — — 
rare 


. mk ts the Tee 
o en * 


We — wore fe the Blood leans aol 
Iban for n PU of 
Leue eee 


a Da you ſee now what. Mcnof mighty Teac 
Je are 

ul. 1 was to blame indeed; 

ed. I am in ſuch aPaſſion Iknow. not. 
[i pat! ſtand gazing herez, L wn CIP! 


3 


8 for a Kingdom. 5 f 
you © n 3 bau 
Send ff SCENE VL. The Lad Bev Henke. 

n you Enter my Lond Bevill avs Lovis. 

have w. Tia yet within your Power; Str, to maintain 


Honour, and prevent this threatning Stain, 
Bey, reden d this wieked Inſulenee: Once more 
gy yau think on your Obedience; kEx. Z. Bevill 


EY * 
— ä — —ͤ— Gao n 
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Lov. Beauty, what art thou, we ſo much admire! 
Thou art no real, but a ſeeming Fire, 
Which, like the Glow-worm, only caſts a light 

To them whoſe Reaſon Paſſion does benight. 

Thou art a Meteor, which but blazing dies, 
Made of ſuch Vapours as from us ariſe. 
Within thy guilty Beams lurk cruel Fates, 

To peaceful Families, and warring States, | 
Unhappy Friend, to doat on what we know 
Euter à Servant. releaſed f 
Serv. Sir, Colonel Bruce, unexpectedly 

His Impriſonment, is come to wait upon you. [ Ex. Se 
3 What ſhall I do! Ye Powers above be kind, 

give to my diſtracted Mind: 

: fame Om and Shame within me ſo contend, 

I know not how N ment My Friend. 


Bruce. Where i is my gen rous — Oh noble v 
— is 7 ger of this Content ; [ They En 
= gh ——— be the greateſt Pain, 

hen Heav n reſtores our again 
ir wakes amends by our ericreaſe of Joy. 

Perfecting that which it did once deſroy. 1 

Dear Friend, my Love does now exact its Judy 

Gras muſt divide my Heart with you: 

Conduct me to your Si , where I may 

- Make this my Morn of Joy a glorious Day. | 
What means this ſad Affoniſhoment! 5 
* How can we . bur with Confuſion, greet 

When I your equal Sorrows meet. | 

Bruce. 01 enn! muſt my Aflitions have no end 

I 'ſcap'd my Foe, to periſh by my Friend: 
What ſtrange Diſaſter can ce this Grief! 

Is Graciana dead? Speak, ſpeak ; be brief. 

Lov. She lives; but I cou'd with her dead. 7 
Bruce. Rafh Man! why ſhou d your Envy el ſol 

To wiſh the World this great Calamity? 

Wiſh the whole frame of Nature were ye „ 
That all things to a Chaos were revoly'd. 
There is more Charity in this Defirez © 

x e Loſs, our Sorrows wou d expire. 
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ire! : Enter Aurelia. 
ere comes Aurelia, ſent for my Relief: | 
\ knows her Tongue can beſt expreſs this Grief, 
ine her, and you hall find ere long 
evenge, tho not relate your Wr | 
For Pity haſte, Aurelia, and declare 

[Kiſſes her tr 
deaſons of your Brother's frighting Care: 
ul is rack d with Doubts, until I know. 
[dfter a . 
Silence and your Looks, Aurolia, ſhow 
your Kindneſs made you bear a part 
ole great Sorrows that afflict his Heart. - 
" His Paſſion is ſo noble and ſo juſt, 
'rous Soul can know it but it muſt 
kim unto a Portion, as its due: 
be thus concern d for none but you. 
e. Kind Maid, reveal what my Misfortunes are; 
ſhip muſt not engrofl them, N ph it Ie 25 

d not willingly my Love A 64: 

Wet | fear tis — with Neglect. 
v. My Siſter, by unlucky Stars Ait my 
you and from her. ineſs i is fled; 
iful in the way, by Paſſion 
as took woes rech real. q 
ce, Fate, t donet y worlt, thy Triu 3 
thou haſt tung fo home, th aſt loſt As bm fing 
not Pow'r, Graciana, to exclaim Ae, A Pas. 
ſt your Fault; indeed you ate to blame. 
is did ſhe her- kegel plight, or ee 
ve t to live? | 
2 
made her ſeem my Paſſion to approve: 
Story was unpleaſant to her Ear 
it ; but Time had made her apt to hear 8 
ve: She told me that it grew her Grief, 1 
uch as mine, my Pain found no Relief; 
promis d ſhe d endeavour the decreſe 
bat in her Which warr d ſt my Peace 
a in this joyful Spring of Loye that : # 
raviſh'd fon her by our Enemy: of 


© Theſe glowin 


Lovs.ine Ty 


My Hopes grew ftreng, I baniſh'd all Deſpair: 
3 Sparks WP then ot to the care 
Of this Fair 


+ thinking T might inſpire 
My Paſſion, and low er Fite. 
: wh = Alas! ſhe to my e been true; 
Sh'as ſpoke and figh'd al that ſhe Ga for you. 


Aur. When you were forc'd to end, 1 aig proceti 
And with ſucceſs the catching Fire did feed: 


Till noble Beaufort: one unlucky Day | 

A Viſit to our Family did pay3 

Newly arriv'd from Foreign Courts, and frayght 
With all thoſe Virtues that 1 in Courts are-taught 


He with his am'rous Tales fo charm'd her Ear, 
That ſhe of Love from none but him wou'd hear. 
Beleg, That Hare which 1 ſo long with Toil and} 
d, and us'd all Stratagems to gain, 
Enter a Servant, —4 whiſpers with Lovis. 
Is now become within a trice we ce | 
The Triumph of another's Victory. 5 
There is a Fate in Love, as well as War; 
Some, though leſs careful, more ſucceſeful are. 
Lev. Do not this eee N 3 
Theſe Lovers now are walking in. Hand 
PFth' Garden; fight him poet's — crifice 
His Heart to that falſe Woman's Cruelties: + 
If Fate be ſo unjuſt to make thee fall, 
His Blood or mine. ſhall wait thy Funeral. 
Bruce. Young Man, this Raſhweks. muſt have my Ex 
Since tis your Friendſhip does your Fault produce; 
If Pow vs above did not this Paſſion . 5 
But that our Love oùr Reaſon did 2 
Your Sifter I with Juſtice might accu 
Nor wou'd | this Occaſion then Lr 
Love. Does Brute Teſolve thus to decline 
His Int'reſt, ang like fool iſh Women pine? 
Can that great Hea aw nch in your Breaſt does d wel. 
Let your fond Gtiefs abave your:Courage ſwell? 
Bruce. My b ons grow unruly, and Infind | 
Too ſoon 120 15 .2 Tempeſt; in my Mind. 
Graciana, like nd — Vare to blame 
You did not in its Tonth corrett , 


Lo v vs Fun! A: 
y ſo Head-firongs and fo wild a Fire. 
o both our Ruins will conſpire: 
impatient, Friend, come lead me vohere 
to her my injur'd Love Senne. fi 

, yet your HeartThillibe-my-Prize, 
my Heart mall be your'Sacttfice. 
s the Iſſue of iguchle Minds, 

ut with Cowards Entertammem fad. 
LExenn Lovis-and\Bruce: 

wr to this Rage, 


le; 


| Heav'n grant ſome 
Redſot their ſveelf's Paſſions may aſſwage. 
uce ! thou little thinſt the Fates in me WE 
o the full W h - Baie. 


| Loo Aas Hong. 


Enter K 


f. Madam, what you have cold much ant n more 
fave: ferdſe of Honour or f Love, 

or my Rival I con d ſhed Hef, 21261 D251 
ct had any Pow'r when you mere e 
Leave this Diſcourſe; your N 1 

o your Rival all your Thoughts direct. 

Duer Bruce and Lovis, anud'fe le e 


. 


f. Forgive me, dear Gratins, he ban 
La, Compittion Tooth'd'into 2 Sm. 
© olieſt Man that to the Altar bows, ;! RES 
; wandting” too often ftains higVouws.: | 
& ce. ns you are alter d much; 1 find, 


[Surprifing the Hand. 

[ was here y'ave lern. how to be be kin, 7 
od of Love, which ſubꝭ iy -n 2 
on your Heart, and 

a Herne! whar ſtrange Serprive iv : 5 
uce. Hither Fm coe, IS mme my ere; | 
ae my Miſtreſs, and mult own my . i 
auf, Forbear, bold Man, eee, ue, 


haft no Right 3 her Love Riphy eren 
| Nd * 
Thy 
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Thy Claim muſt to my Title here give place; 
Tis not who loves, but whom ſhe's pleas d to grace 
Grac. Hear me but ſpeak. Bruce, you divide my ( 
Theugh not my Love, you my Compaſſion ſhare; 
My Heart does double Duty; it does mourn 
For you brave Bruce; for you brave Beagfort burn. 
Bruce. Your Pity but deſtroys; if you wou'd faye, 
Ir i is rel we Love, Graciana, I muſt have. 
Her Love is mine, ſhe did it now declare; 
Names no more, but yaniſh and deſpair. 
Bruce, Death, do you think to conjure me away! 
I am no Devil that am forc'd t 
If yare ſo good at that, here are ſuch Charms 
[Laying his Hand on his $ 
Can fright y' into the Circle of her Arms | 
| [Graciana takes Beaufort in her 4 
Bea. Here is 4 Sword more fit for my Defence; 
This is not Courage, Bruce, but Inſolence. 
Graciana, e my Heart wants room. 


Orac. My Arms W e : 
Bruce. Beaufort ave Courage to appear 
Where ary ts, — 4A near. | 0 


II leave you now within that y State, 
Which does provoke my Fury money © Hate. 
[Ex. Bruce and 
Grac. You muſt not meet him in the Field, to pr. 
A doubtful Combat for my certain Love. 
Beſide, your Heart is mine; will you expoſe 
The Heart you gave me to its raging Foes? _ 
Thoſe Men want Honour who ſtake that at Play, 
Which to their Friends their Kindneſs gave away. 
. Beauf. Graciaua, why did you confine me fo 
Within your Arms? You ſhou'd have let me go: 
We ſoon had finiſh'd this our hot Debate, 
Which now muſt wait a longer time on Fate, 
4 8 8 . 17 
t om ragmg r ite. 
| Baniſh this P now, my Lord, and prove 
Your; Anger cannot over-cloud your Love. 


Boauf. Preſence can this 
And — Lean my tempeſtuous — 
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zut yet there muſt be time; the Sun does ber 


1 while with the fierce Tempeſts of the Air, 
core he makes thoſe ſtormy Conflicts ceaſe, 


nd with his conqu'ring Beams proclaims a Peace. 
| | [Exeunt. 


— — — 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


8 Lord Beaufort and Lovis. 


2 3 my Lord, I'll to my Friend declare 
How gen'rous you in your Acceptance were, 

Beauf. My Honour is as forward as my Love, 

Dn equal Wings of Jealouſie they move: 

to my Rival will in neither yield; 

de won the Chamber, and I'll win the Field. 

Lov, Your Emulation, Sir, is ſwoln ſo high, 

ou may be worthy of his Victory : 

ou'll meet with Honour blown, not in the Bud, 

hoſe Root was fed with vaſt Expence of Blood. 


| [Exit Lovis. 
Enter Sir Frederick. —. 
Sir Fred. What, my Lord, as ſtudious as a Country . 
Kar on a Saturday in the Afternoon ? I thought you 
d been ready for the Pulpit. | 


- is Action that I now am thinking on, wherein there's 
"of _ to be gain d; and you, Couſin, are come luckily 
5 e it. a 75 
8 Sir Fred. On my Life, a Prize to be play d for your 
ſtreſs: I had Notice of your Quarrel, which brought 

ofre . hither ſo early with my Sword to ſerve you. But 


ſo zealous a Lover as your Lordſhip break the 
mmaudment of your Miſtreſs? I , yu Lady, 
e wept, and charg d you to in a whole Skin; but 
ung Men never know when th are well. e 
Beayf. Coulin, my Love to her cannot make me forget 
Duty to my Family. | £, 
Sir 


Beauf. I am not ſtudying of Speeches for my Miſtreſs ; 
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50 Eo vE n a4 Ful 
Sir Fred. Pray whoſe Body muſt I enerciſe my Skill 
pon? --* 00 
Beauf. You met the Man; Gracias Brother. 
Sir Fred. An expert Gentleman, and I have not. 
Fenc'd-of late, unleſs it were with my Widow 's Maids; 
And they are e en too hard for me at my own Weapon, 
1 _ . Couſin, tis time we were preparing for tho 
ield. 
Sir Fred. I Wait to ſerve you, Sir, 
Beauf. But yet with Grief, Graciuna, I muſbgo,- . 
Since J your Brother there ſhall meet my Foe: 
My Fate too near reſembles theirs, where he 
Did wound himſelf that hurt his Enemy. [ Exen 


SCENE: II. 


Enter Wheadle, awd Palmer drefs'd like the Lond Bevillf 
bead. So, my Proteus, exactly drefs d! Dexterou 
Rogue! Is Grage ready in her Geers, and ſettled in my 
Lady Dawbwell's Houſe? | 
Palm. Every Trap is batted.” 
Whead, III warrant thee then we catch'our Cilly: 
He's gone to put himfetf into a fahtaftick Gard; in 
Imitation of Sir Frederick Frollick ; he's almoſt frantick 
With,the very Conteit of gaining the rich Widow. 
But hark, I hear him comiug; flip dowft the b3ck-wy 
And to your Charge. [ Exif Pin 
W „ 
Sir Nich. Ibeadle, and what think you of this Heh 


Is it: not very modify? 
Whead. As any Man need wear: How did you fun 
Your ſelf ſo ſuddenly? . : | 
- Sir Wel. Suddenly? I proteg J was at lat at fit 
Brokers, before I cou, put my ſelf exacti into the 
Faſhion ; but now I defic Sir Fedeyith$ 1 am as fine i 
He, and will be as mad as he, if that will catry the 
Widow, I'll warfant thee. 30 
Whead. Is it not beter puſtting thus for a Fortune, 
Before your Reputation's blaſted with the infatnous N 
Of Coward and Githeſt&, and {6 betome Able to py 


Lovs i 4 Tus: 51 
e thouſand Pounds without noiſe; than going into the 
ountry; ſelling your Land. making a havock among 
our Woods, or Mortgaging your Eſtate to a ſcrupulous 
ivener, that will whiſper it into the Ears of the whole 
own, by enquiring of your god Behaviour ? 
Sir Nich. Excellemt henule! And will my Lord 
ill ſpeak my Commendations to his Siſter? 
Whead.. She is.impatient till ſhe ſee you, Sir; for in 
y hearing, upon the account I gave him of you, he 
ld her you were the prettieſt, wittieſt, wilde | 
ntleman about the Town; and a Cavalier in your 
art; the only things that take her. 
Sir Nich. Wheadle, come, I will go to the Tavern, 
jd ſwallow two whole Quarts of Wine initantly, and 
en I am Drunk ride on a Drawer's Back to viſit her. 
Whead. Some leſs Frolick to begin with, | 
ir Nich. 1 will cut three Drawers over the Pate, 
en, and go with a Tavern-Lanthorn before me ar 


al 


ow on- day. Come ay. [Exennt Cully ſinging. 
SCENE III. 55 

1 3 Fx IM 

10 Enter Palmer and Grace. 

antick m. Do not I look like a N Lord, Grace? 

v. e. And 1 like a very fine Lady, Mr. Palmer ? 


alm. Yes in Faith, Grace; what a Rogue is that 

idle, to have kept ſucha Treaſure to Ridifelf, without 

nmunicating a little to his Friends? ¶ Offers to Kiſs her. 

race. Forbearz you'll be out in your Part, my Lord, 

n Sir Nicholas comes. | | 

lm, The Truth is, my Lady; I am better prepard 

his time to Act a Lover than a Relariort: 

ace, That grave Dreſs is very amorous indeed. 

alm. My Virtues; like thoſe of Plants in the Winter, 

retir d; your worm Spring wou'd fetch em out with 
me ha”: | 

einy. Mr. oa die 4 85 Nichol are come.” 

um. Away, away then, Siſter expect your Cue. 


ou fun 


it ſinte 
» tlie 
s fines 
the 


ortune, 
ousN | 
to py 
C 2 Enter 
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Enter Wheadle, and Sir Nicholas kicking 4 Taverti-boy N 
fore _ who has three Bottles of Wine on a Rope hangiy 
at his Back. 


Cal. ſinging. Then march along Boys; 
as Valiant and ferong Boys 


So, lay down the Bottles here. 
head. My Lord, this is the worthy Gentleman tha 
I told you was ambitious to be your Siſter's Servant. 
Cul. Hither am I come, my Lord, to drink your 
Siſter's Health, without Offence, I hope. 
Palm. You are heartily welcome, Sir. 
Cul. Here's a Brimmer then to her, and all the Flea 
About her. 
Plam. Sir, I'll call her to pledge it. 
Cul. Stay, ſtay, my Lord, that you may be able to 
Teil her you have drunk it. [Palmer drinks and 
IWheadle, how do you like this? [Draws his $1 
Shall I break the Windows? 1 
bead. Hold, hold; you are not in a Houſe of evil 


Reputation. F b 
Cul. Well admmoniſh'd, Sir Frederick Frollick. 
Enter Palmer and Grace. 
Palm. This is Sir Nicholas, Siſter. | * 
Cul. 1 Madam, I am Sir Nicholas, and how do you 
Like me? | | 
Grace. A pretty Gentleman. Pray, Sir, are you a 
A Houſe-warming. that you bring Wine with you? 
Cul. If you ask ſuch pert Queſtions, Madam, I can 
IV — I.xXiſea d; 
Hither I am come to be Drunk, that you may ſec me 
Drunk; and here's a Health to your Flannel — 
Petticoat. f a Di m. 
Grace. Mr. Wheadle, my Service to you; a Health 
Sir Nicholas's great Grand father's Beard-bruſh. 


[She drinli 

Cul. Nay, pledge me; ha 
Grace. You ae not quarrelſome in your Drink, ! 
Hope, Sir. be: 
Cul. No, Faith; I am wond'rous loving. [Hop 
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Gnace. You are a very bold Lover. _ 
Cul. Widow, let you and I go upon the Ramble to- 
ight. . : 

Grace. Do you take me for a Night-walker, Sir? 

Cul. Thou ſhalt be witneſs how many Conſtables 

aves I break about the Watchmens Ears: How many © | 
L men I'll rob of their Verſes, to furniſh a little 
partment in the back-ſide of my Lodging. 
Grace. I believe y' are an excellent Man at Quarter-ſtaff, 


1 Cul. The odds was on my Head againſt any Warrener 

all our Country; but I have left it off this two | 

ar. My Lord, what ſay you, Do you think your 

er and I ſhou'd not furniſh a Bed-Chamber as well as 
o ſoberer People? What think you, my Lord? 

Grace. Ay, * a Nurſery too, I hope, Sir. 

Cal. wel faid, Widow, i faith; I will get upon thy 

dy a Generation of wild Cats, Children that ſhall 

aw, waw, ſcratch their Nurſes, and be Drunk with 

eir Sucking- bottles. 

head. Brave Sir Nicholas. | 
ul, Wheadle, a me a Brimmer ; the Widow ſhall 

ink it to our Progeny. Exit Grace 

Palm. You have frighted her hence, Sir. 

ul. Il fright her worſe, if I find her in a Corner. 

Widow, II follew you, Pl follow you, ha. Ex. Cul 

Whead. The Wine makes the Rogue witty ; he over- acts 

te Part I gave him; Sir Frederick is not half ſo mad: I 

ll keep him thus elevated till he has married Grace, 

d we have the beſt part of his Eftate our Mercy. 
dam. Moſt ingenious Wheadle! 


Flea 


ad. | was. not born to Eaſe nor Acres; — Fay 
my Stock of Living. [The Women ſhriek within. 


alm. Hark, he puts them to the ſqueek. 
head. We muſt go and take him off; he's as fierce as 
andog that has newly broke his Chain. [ Ex. laughing, 


C 3 SCENE 
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_ 
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Villain: Let Pity be a Stranger to your Breaſts. 


Was Wit neſs; I accus!d; him to the Protector, and 
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5s CEN E IV. 1 Hela. 


Enter Bruce and Lovis, and traverſe the Stage. 


Then enter Four or Five Men in Diſguiſes. 
1 Man. This way they went; be ſure you kill the 


2 Man. We have been bred, you know, unacquaintel 
With Compaſſion. | 4 
3. Man. But why, Colonel, ſhou'd you ſo eagerly 
Purſue his Life? He has the Report of a gallant Man. 
1. Man. He murdered my Father. 
3 Man. I hate heard, he:kilfd. him fairly in the Field 
At Naſeby. | 
1 Man. Heikilfd;him, that's enough; and I my ſelf 


Suborn'd Witneſs to have taken away; his 1 by Form 
Of Law; but my Plat was difcaver'd, and e Yeſterd; 
Releas'd, ſince which I've watch'd an opportunity, with 
The help of ſeeming Juſtice, for my Revenge. Strike 
Home —_ ' | 
3 Man. We are your hired Slaves; and ſince you'll 
Have it ſo, we'll ſhed his Blood, and never ſpare 
Our own. | [Exeaant, drawing their Su 
Enter Beaufort and Sir Frederick, and traverſe the Sta 
Enter Bruce and Lovis at another Door. 


Bruce. You. Friendſhip, noble Youth, .'s too prodig 
For one already Joſt yo e 1 * 
Your preſent Happio els, your future Joy: 
You for the hopeleſs your great. 88 eſtroy. 
Lov. What can L venture for fo brave a Friend? 
I have no Hopes but what on you depend. 
Shou'd I your Friendſhip and my Honour rate 
Below the.value of a poor Eſtate, | 
A heapof Dirt? Our Family has been 
To blame, my Blood muſt here attone the Sin. 
Enter the Five Villains with drawn Swords. 
Heav'ns! what is there an Ambuſcado laid! 
Draw, deareſt Friend, I fear we are betray d. 
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1 Vil, Bruce, lock on me, and then prepare to die. 
| [Pulling off his Vizard. 

Bruce. O treach'rous Villain! | 

1 Vil. Fall on, and ſacrifice his Blood to my RR 

Lov, More Hearts than one ſhall Bleed if he muſt die. 


| They fight, 
Enter Beaufort and Sir Frederick. n 
Beau. Heav'ns! what's this I ſee! Sir Frederick, draw 
cir Blood's too good to grace ſuch Villains Swords. 
urage, brave Men; now, we can match their Force. 
Lov. Well make you Slaves repent this Treachery. 
1 [The Villains run 
Beauf. So. | 
Bruce. They are not worth purſuit; we'll let them go. 


Field 
| we Men! this Action makes it well appear 


y (elf s Honour, and not Envy brings you here. 

4 Beauf. We come to Conquer, Bruce, and not to ſee 
Form n Villains rob us of our Victory. : 

tet or Lives our fatal Swords claim as their Due; 


vitho 


d wrong d our ſelves had we not righted you. 
Strike 


race, X aur, gen'rous:Courage bas oblig' d us ſo, 

it to your Succour we our Safety owe, 

ov. Ve done what, Men of Honour ought to do, 

at in your Cauſe we wou d have done for you. 
heat. You ſpeak the Truth, weave but our Duty done; 


pare: Duty 's no Obligation. [ He ftrips, 
race, My Honour is diſſatisfyd; I muſt, _ 
[Lovis,and Sir Frederick rip. 


Lord, conſider whether it be juſt 
draw my Sword 8 that · Life which gave. 
e, but e en now, Protection from the Grave. 
3eauf. None come into the Field to weigh what's right, 
$ is 7 place for Counſel, but for Fight: 
„ 3 
race, I am tefolv'd I will not fight. 
beauf. Did I come hither then only to fright} 
ompany of fearful Slaves away? 
Courage ney 0 mean a Prey : 
dw, Bruce, I hither.come to ſned thy Blood. 
«ce. Open this. Boſom, and let out a Flood, 


C 4 * Beanf. 


ds. 
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Beauf. J come to conquer bravely in the Field, 
Not to take poor Revenge on ſuch as yield. 
Has nothing Pow'r, too backward Man, to move 
Thy Courage? Think on thy negle&ed Love: 
Think on the Beauteous Graciana's Eyes: 
Tis I have robb'd thee of that glorious Prize. | 
Bruce, There are ſuch Charms in Graciana's Name, 
My ſcrup'lous Honour muſt obey my Flame: ; 
My lazy Courage I with Shame condemn : | 
No Thoughts have Power Streams of Blood to ſtem. 
Sir Fred. Come, Sir, out of Kindneſs to our Friends i 
You and I muſt paſs a ſmall Compliment on each other. 


Beaufort ade ae, leb chfts wich Muds 4 FIN 
Aer Aſſes cioſes W 3 Ai, 
Beaufort diſarms him. 4 


Beauf. Here, live. {Giving Bruce his Sword ag 
Bruce. My Lord, y ave gain'd a * wy Victory; 
Vave vanquiſh'd and oblig d your y. | 
Bean. Hold, gallant Men. 7 1 7 
Bruce and Beaufort part Lovis and Sir Frederid 
Lov, Before we bleed: Do we here fight a Prize, 
Where handſome Proffers may for Wounds ſuffice ? 
I am amaz'd! what means this bloodleſs Field! 
Bruce. The ſtouteſt Heart muſt to his Fortune yield. 
Brave Youth!-here Honour did with Courage vie, [To Ben 
And both agree to grace your Victory. 
Heav'n does with ſuch a eſt favour few: 
*Tis eaſier to deſtroy than to ſubdue. | 
Our Bodies by. bruriſh Force be killd; 
But noble Minds alone to Virtue yield. | 
My Lord, I've twice receiv'd my Life from you: 
Much is to both thoſe gen'rous Actions due; 
The noble Giver I muſt highly prize, 
Though I the Gift, Heay'n knows, as much deſpiſe. 
Can I defire to live, when all the Joy 
Of my poor Life its Ranfom' does ! 
_ no, r 4 
pay too for this u t Reprieve, - 
[ Falls on his Sword, and ts deſperately wound 
| * p 
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Beauf. Hold gallant Man! Honour her ſelf does bleed; 
Running to him, takes him in his Arms, 
gen rous Hearts are wounded by this Deed. 
Lov. He does his Blood for a loſt Miſtreſs ſpend 3 
ind ſhall not I bleed for ſo brave a Friend? | 
[Lovis offers to fall on his Sword, but is hindered 
by Sir Frederick. 
Sir Fred. Forbear, Sir, the Frolick's not to go round, 
$I take it. i 
Beauf. Twere greater Friendſhip to aſſiſt me here; 
hope the Wound's not mortal, though I fear —— 
Bruce. My Sword, I doubt, has fail'd in my Relief; 
has made a vent for Blood, but not for Grief. 
ruce ſtruggling, Lovis and Sir Frederick help to boldhim, 
t me once more the unkind Wea a 6 
ill ye prolong my Pain? oh Cruelty ! 
Lov, Ah deareſt Bruce, can you thus careleſs be 
our great Friendſhip, and 2 Loyalty ! 
ok on your Friend; your drooping Country view; 
c think how much they both expect from you. 
u for a Miſtreſs waſte that precious Blood, 
ich ſhou'd be ſpent but for our Maſter's good. 
Sir Fred. Expence of Blood already makes him faint ; 
s carry him to the next Houſe, till we can procure a 
ar to convey him to my Lord Bevill's, the beſt place 
Accommodation. [ They all take bim up. 
Beauf. Honour has plaid an After-Game 3; this Field 
e Conqu'ror does unto the Conquer d yield. ¶ Exeunt. 
SCENE V. 
Enter Graciana weeping. 
rac, Farewel all Thoughts of Happineſs, fareweel : 
Fears together with my Sorrows {well : | 
ile from my Eyes there flows this Chryſtal Flood, 
m their brave Hearts there flow ſuch Streams of Blood, 
re I am loſt, while both fox me contend ; 
th what Succeſs can this Combat end! 
nour with Honour fights for Victory, 
Love is made the common Enemy, 
Enter Lord Bevill. 


\ 


- Bev, Weeping ! Ah _ — 1 R 
os) Fac, 
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Grac. Kill me not with Qation, Sir. 
I. Bev. The gen'rous LP bas kill'd himſelt for you; 
Being difarm'd, and at his Rival's Mercy; 

His Life and Sword were givin him by the 
Noble Youth : he made a brave Acknowledgment 
= both; but then conſid ring you were loſt, 

e ſcorn d to live; and, falling on his Sword, | 
Has giv'n himſelf a Mortal Wound. Exit L. Beiil 

EBrnter Aurelia werping. 

Aurel. Cruel Graciana, go but in and ſee 

The fatal Triumph of your Victory.  _ 
The Noble Bruce, to your Ecernal's me, 
With his own Blood has quench'd his ragin Flame. 

Gras. weeping. My Carriage ſhall in theſe Misfortunes prone 
That have Honour too, as well as Love. 

Aurel, | Afide.) Thy Sorrows, fad Aurelia, will declat 
At once, I fear, thy Love and thy Deſpair : 
Theſe Streams of Griet ſtraight to a Flood will riſe ; 
I can command my Tongue, but not my Eyes. [ Ex. Aural 

Grac. In what a Maze, Graciana, doſt thou tread! Bl 
Which is the Path that doth to Honour lead? 

I in this Lab'rinth ſo reſolve to move, | 
That none ſhall judge I am miſ-led by Loye. 
Tuer Beaufort. 

Beauf. Here Conqu'rors muſt forget their Victories, 

And Homage pay to your Victorious Eyes. 
Graciana, hither your poor Slave is come, 
After his Conqueſt to receive his Doom : 
Smile on his ViEtty ; had he prov'd untrue 

To Honour, he had then prpy d falſe tg you. 

Grac. Perfidious Man, can you IApect from me 
An Approbation of your Treachery ! 

When 1, diſtracted with prophetick Fears, 

Blaſted with Sighs, and almoſt drown'd in Te us, 

Bcggd you to moderate your Rage laſt Night, 
2 promiſe me you wg nor abt ? 

Go now and triumph-in your Vigor; 

Into the Field you went my Enemy, ; 1 

And are return'd the only Man J hate, 

The wicked Inftryment of my fad Fate. 

My Love has but diſſembled been to thee, | 

To try my gen'rous Lovers Conſtancy, ¶ Exit Gracid 
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Beauf Oh Hearn! how ſtragge and cruel is my Fake ! 
eſery'd by Love, to be deſiro d by Hate! [Ex. Beaus, 


SCENE VI. The. #idew's Houſe. 


er Betty and Lettice(che two Chamber-maids) ſeveral. 
Betty. Oh, Lettice, we have ſtaid for you. 
Lett. What haſt thou done to the Frenchman, Girl? 
Je lyes yonder neither Dead nor Drunk no Body 

nows what to make of him. 3 
Betty. I fent for thee to help make ſport with him 3 
ell come to himfelf, never fear him: Have you not 
bſerv'd how ſcurvily- ha's look d of late? 
Lett. Ves; and he proteſts it is for Love of you. 
Betty. Out upon him, for a diſſembling Raſcal; hel as 
ot the foul Diſeaſe, our Coach- man diſcover'd it by a 
te of Diet Drink he brought and hid behind the 
Wairs, into which I infus d a little Opium. 
Lett, What doſt intend to do with him? 
Betty, You ſhall ſee. 


er Caach=1man with a Tub without a Bottom, and/hut at 
| the Top to be lock'd, and 4 hole to put ones Head out at 
made eaſie to be born on ones Shoulders. | 


Coach. m. Here's the Tub; where's the Frenchman. ? 
Betty. He lyes behind the Stairs; haſte and bring him 
that he may take quiet Poſſeſſion of his Wooden 
ene ment; for tis near his time of waking. | 
be Coach-man and another Seruant bring in Dufoy, and 
put him into the Tub. © © 
s the Fidler at Hand that us'd to play at the blind 
le- houſe? 5 
Coach m. He's ready. 3 
/ Enter 4. Fialer. 4: 
Betty, Well, let's hear now what a horriblg Noiſe you 
an make to wake this Gentleman. ¶ Fialer plays a Tine. 
Lett. He wants a helping Hand; his Eye-lids are ſeabd 
p; ſee how the Wax ſticks | Dufay begins to wake; 
pon em. Let me help you, eur. 8 
Daf. Vat arẽ you? Jernie ! vat is dis! am I Jack in a 
one? begar, who did putt me here? Betty, 


you: 


exl 


ties, 


Jraci 
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Betty. Good-morrow, Monſieur; will you be pleas d 

To take your Pills this Morning? 

Daf. Noe; but I vod have de Diable take youe; it 
Vas youe dat did abuſe me dus, vas it notè? begar I vil 
Kille ale de Shamber- maid in Englande. 

Tett. Will you he pleas'd to drink, Monſieur? There's 

A Bottle of your Diet-drink within. 

f. Are youe de little Diable come to-tormente me! 

Morbleu! vas ever Man afronte in dis Nature! 

Betty. Methinks he has fourbon Mine. Monſieur, nc 
If you pleaſe to make your little Addrefle, and your 
Amouré, you will not find me fo coy. 

* Begar I vil no marie de Couſin· Ger mane of de 

e. 

Lett. What ſhou'd he do with a Wife? he has not 
1 : TIA hy 
Betty, W ou not your within Doc 

. 

Lert. Now there's ſuch a Storm abroad. 

Duf. Why did not youè keep your Maiden-heade vid 
In Doore? begar; telle me date. by 

Coach-m. Have you any fine French Commodities to 
Sell, Gloves and Ribbands? y'ave got a very convenic 
Shop, Monſieur. 

Duf. I do hope you vil have veriẽ convenient Halter 
Begar. Jerny, can I not tare dis tinge in de pices ? 

Betty. You begin to ſweat, Monſieur; the Tub is 
Proper for you. f 

Duf. I have no more patience; I vil breake dis Priſa 
Or I vil breake my Neke, and ye ſhall ale be hange. 

„ | | [Struggles to get on 

Tett. Ne begins to Rave; bleſs the poor Man. 
Berry. Some Muſick quickly, to compoſe his Mind. 
[The Muſick plays; and they Dance about li 

How prettily the Snail carries his Tenement on 

His Back! [He walks wich the Tub on his Bad 

Im ſorry I am but his Miſtreſs: If I had been your 

Wife, Monſieur, I had made you a compleat Snail; you 

Horns ſhov'd have appear d. | 4 

Duf. I vil have de patienc&, dere is no oder remedi 

You be ale de Raskalè Whore; de Diable take you 26; 

And I vil ay no more bega. \" "> * 


A 


Betty. This is a very fine Veſſel, and wou'd ſwim well, 
ps to the Horſe-pond with him. So 
Let. Come, come, he looks as ſullenly as a Hare in her 

m; let's leave him. 

ach- m. Your Serviteur tres humble, Monfieur. 
[ Exeunt all but Dufoy. 


pf. Bougre, I canno my ſclfe; begar I canno 
Sj wy GE I vil go hide my fſelfe, and ſtarve to 
: I vil no be de laughe for every Jackanape Engliſhe, 
rbleu. 1 | . (Exe. 
SCENE VI. 
Frederick is brought in upon a Bier, with # Mourning 
lth over him, attended by a Gentleman in a Mourning 
bak : Four Fidlers carry the Corps, with their Intra- 
ents tuck d under their Cloaks. 1 | 
Enter the Widow weeping. | 
ſourner. Madam, you muſt expect a bloody Conſequence 
n Men of ſuch prodigious 2 fight. 
- 


young Lord Beaufort was the firſt that fell, 
r his Sword too deeply had 
Rival not to ſtay behind him long. 
rederick with your Nephew bravely fought 3 
h long did keep his diſtance, as if he | 
fear d -xcols of Valour ; but when they, 
loaded with their Wounds, began to faint, 
wich his Terrors did invade their Breaſts. 
e ſoon brought many to the Tragick place, 
e I found my deareſt Friend, Sir Frederick, 
oſt as poor in Breath as Blood: 
took me by the Hand, and all the Stock h'ad left 
| * Madam, in calling upon you. 
erſt proclaim'd your Virtues, then his Love; 
| having charg'd me to convey his Corps hither, 
wait on you, his lateſt Breath expir d with 
Command. | 
id. The World's too poor to recompence this Loſs, 
appy Woman! why ſhou'd I ſurvive . 
only Man in whom my Joys did live ? 
wreadful Grief! [The Fidlers prepare. 
Euter 
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0 | RE et Wh Enter Dufoy in his Tub. N * 5 
Duf. Oh my Matre, my Mans; Who bes kill my 
Mare? Morbleu,  vit——[ The Widow fpricks and ru 
| out: All the Fidlers run out in a fru 
Oh, de Niable, de Diable! Li Frederick tar: vl 
| . 3 which frights Duff 
Sir Fred. What, deriliſn Accident is this? Or has ll 
The Widow: undermin d me? 
Enter be . Widow and her Maid lag hing. | 
I Mall be laugh d to Death now indeed, by Chamber-maidhlih 
Why have you no Pity, Widow ? 
J id. None at all for the lit ing: Ha, ha, ha. You 
[Se Bang, yeur Frollick, Sir; ha, ha. 


Sir Fred. Laugh but one Minute longer, I will forſwe 
Thy Company, kill thy Tabby Cat, and make thee, wey 
For ever after. 

Mid. Farewel, Sir; expect at Night to ſee the old 
Man, with his Paper, Lanthorn and crack d Spectacles, Wl 
Singing — woful Tragedy to Kitchin-maids and 
Coblers Prentices. e 

[Widow offers ta go, Sir Frederick holgs her by the 

Sir Fred. Hark you, hark yqu, Widow : By all thoſe 
Devils that have hitherto poſſeſs'd thy Sex——— 

IWid. No ſwearing, good Sir Frederick. 

Sir Fred. Set thy Face then; let me not ſee the remi 
Of one poor Smile: So now I will Kiſs thee, and be 
Friends. [Widow falls aut a laugh 
Not all thy Wealth ſhall hire me to come within ſmel 
Thy Breath again. Jealauſie, and which will be worſt 
Thee, Widow, Impotence light upon me, if I ſtay one 
Moment longer with thee. | lo fers 

Mid. Do you hear, Sir; can you be ſo angry with « 
That loves you fo paſſionately ſhe. cannot furvive you 

Sir Fred. Widow, may the Deſire of Man keep ther 
Waking til] thou art as Mad as I am. Ex. Sir Fi 

Wid. How lucky was this Accident! How he wa 
Have inſulted over my Weakneſs elſe ! 

Sir Frederick, ſince I've warning, you ſhall prove 
More ſubtil ways, before 1 own my Love, Exn 
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„Jr v. SCENE L 
fri The Lord Bevill's Houſe. 


4713 ut 
bu, Lovis, « Chirurgion, Servants carrying Bruce ina Chair, 
| FNOurage, brave Sir; do not miſtruſt my Art. 

Bruce. Tell me, didſt thou der curea wounded 
Skill; fond Man, thou here employ'ſtinyain; ¶ Heart? 
Faſe thou givꝰſt does but increaſe my Pain. 
ov. Dear Bruce, my life does on your Life depend; 
ugh you diſdain to live, yet fave your Friend. 
zruce. Do what you pleaſe ; but are not thoſe unkind 
it caſe the Body, to afflict the Mind? 

ee [Ib Chirwrgion dreſſes him. 
cruel Love! thou ſhoot'ſt with ſuch ſtrange Skill, 
» Wounds thou mak'ſt will neither heal nor kill: 
y flaming Arrows kindle ſuch a Fire | 
ill not waſte thy Victims, nor expire! 
Enter Aurelia, | 

ov. Is the Wound Mortal? tell me, [To the Chirurgion 
may we cheriſh Hopes of his Recovery? 7; N 
bir, The Danger is not imminent: Vet my Prognoſtick 
ds a fad Eyent: For though there be no great Veſſel 
ſected, yet I have Cauſe to fear that the Parenthyma 
lang tbe right Lobe of the Lungs, near fome large Branch 
\ fine! the Aſperia Arteria, is perforated. f 
worſe Lev. Tell me in Engliſn, will he live or die? 
y obe bir, Trully I deſpair of his Recovery. ¶ Ex. Ghirurgiom · 
nN. Aſide.] Forgive me, Ladies, if oxceſs of Love © 
with beyond Rules of Modeſty does move, 
vou? I, againſt Cuſtom, makes me now reveal 
-p the "ole Flames my tortur'd Breaſt did long coneeal; 
"Sir Fraps fome Excuſe, that I my Love declare 
he wo den there's no Med'cine Lace 8055 Deſpair. | 
| we [\Weeps by the Chair ſcue. 
e Bruce, Oh Heav'n 3--can fair 3 for me 1 © 
[2x os is ſome Comfort to my Miſery. | 5 8 : 
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Kind Maid, thoſe Eyes ſhou'd only Pity take 
Of ſuch as feel no Wounds but what they make: 
Who for another in your ſight does mourn, _ 
Deſerves not your Compaſſton, but your Scorn. 
Au. I come not here with Tears to pity you; 
I for your Pity with this Paſſion ſue. 
Bruce. My Pity ! tell me, what can be the Grief, 
That from the Miſerable hopes Relief! 
Aur. Before you know this Grief, you feel the Pani 
Bruce. You cannot love, and not be lov'd again: 
Where ſo much Beauty does with Love conſpire, 
No Mortal can reſiſt that double Fire. 
Aur. When proud Graciana wounded your brave He 
On Aurelia s you reveng'd the Smart: 
While you in vain did ſeek thoſe Wounds to cure, 
With Patience I their Torture did endure. 1 
Bruce. My Happineſt has been ſo long conceal'd, 
That it becomes my Miſery reveal'd : 1 
That which fliou'd prove my Joy, now p my Gt 
And that brings Pain, which, wn, brought R 
ia, why wou'd you not let me know, 
While I had Power to pay the Debt I owe ? 
"Tis now too late; yet all I can Il do, 
PU Ggh away the Breath I've leſt for you, 
Ax. You yet have Pow'r to grant me all I crave; 
*Tis not your Love I court, I court your Grave. 
I with ny Flame ſeek not to warm your Breaſt, 
But beg my Aſhes in your Urn may reſt : | 
For ſince Graciana's Loſs you ſcorn t'out-live,. 
I am reſolv'd Fil not your Death ſurvive. | 
Bruce. Hold, you too gen'rous are; yet I may live: 
Heav'n for your ſake may grant me a Reprieve. 
Aur. Oh no; Hcav'n has decreed, alas, that we 
Shou'd in our Fates, not in our Loves. agree. 
Bruce. Dear Friend, my Raſhnelſs I too late repent; 
I acer thought Death till now a Puniſhment. [To Lon 
Grac. Oh, do not talk of Death! the very ſound 
Once more will give my Heart a mortal Wound: 
Here on my Knees I've ſinn'd I muſt confeſs 


Agaiaſt your Love, and my own Happineſs ; 
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he Child, whoſe Folly proves his Loſs, 
0 the Gold, and did accept the Droſs. 


e. You have in Beaufort made ſo good a Choice, 
irtue's ſuch, he has his Rival's Voice; 


" . ana, none but his great Soul cou'd prove 
1 by to be the Centre of your Love. . 
rief, 4. You to another wou'd ſuch Virtue give, 


Sir, as in your ſelf does only live. 
he Piu the moſt deſerving I am due, 
uſt reſign his er Claim to you. 
uce. This is but 4 for I'm ſure you can 
k none ſo worthy as that gen rous Man: 
Jonour you are his. | 
Ac. * Sir o I know p 
much I to rous Paſſion owe; 
bleed for me, and if for me you die, 
Loſs I'll mourn with vow'd Virginity. 
uce, Can you be mindful of fo ſmall a Debt, 
that which you to B ove forget? 
will on wer but x. bez 
bur wi ce always agree. 
gen'rous Pity which for me you ſhow, 
re than you to my Misfortunes 'owe: 
e Tears, Graciana, which for me you ſhed, 
prize the Blood which I for you have bled: 
now I can no more- — 
Spirits faint within my wearied Breaſt. 

. Siſter, tis fit you give him leave to reſt. 
d waits? I [Enter Servants; 


Cre convey him to his Bed. 

live e Hold ES ETD a 
ue est Aurelia, 1 will ſtrive to live; © 
1 du will but endeavour not to grieve; | 

v. Brave Man! The Wonder of this Agethou'le prove, 

1 matchleſs Gratitude, and gen rous Loye, 4 
> i Ie all but Graciang, 
n Hon Tine is my Soul perplex'd by Fate! | 
11 Man Llove I mu to hate; 1 8 
with diſſembled Scorn his Preſence fly, 
* Miſery! 


fe Abſence is my greateſt 
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_ Beaufort. 

Beauf. Hear me, upon my Knees I beg you'll hen 
She's gone. Exit Gr 
There was no need, falſe Woman, to encreaſe 
My Miſery with hopes of Happineſs. 
This Scorn at firſt had tio my Love and me 
But Juſtice been; no it is Cruelty. 
Was there no way. his Conſtancy to prove, 
But by your own Inconſtancy in Love? 
To try another's Virtue cou d you be, 
Graciana, to your on an Enemy? 
Sure tis but Faſſion which ſhe thus does vent, 
Blown up with Anger and with Diſcontent; 
Becauſe my Honour diſobey d her Will, 

And Bruce for Love of her his Blood did ſpill. 
L once more in her Eyes. will read m * 
I need no Wound to kill me, if ſhe 


S CEN E II. 
Euter Cully Drank, 4 blind Fellaw im 
2 Hey ee Ho 
and Per ſecuting bim. 
Cul. Villians, seg vakoarys; 
More. [The Boy 
I will make a | ;-to:ſud 
In a The baba 
andes e ce Boys! = [rights the B 
Fas . leads the Cymbal. Whirher do you intcsd! F 
1 * 
"on To ſee the weakly Widow, dirs. Rib. 
Boy. Where does,ſke. dwell, Sir ?? 
AL. habs; enquire; Targets be. 


un 3 
Dv the-Widaw, and her Maid Betty. 
Wig. Where rere. -Qirl? 41/25 dn 


Me — Service. 
bim fen ma eee 


Betty. The 
Madam, made him Dtunk, 
_ "EE Casks, 


ſ 
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pray, When, he wakes, let him be releas d of his 
ſnment ; Betty, you uſe Li Servants too {everely. 

The Cymbal 2 without. 
what ridiculous Noiſe is That? It — * Teeth an 
worſe than the Scraping of Trencher 

Enter a Servant. 

. Madam, a rude drunken Fellow with a Cymatal 
* and his Sword in his Hand, is preſe d into 
Houle. 

Enter Cully and Cymbal: The Women ſbrieł. 

Sirrah, play me à Bawdy Tune, to p dale de 
w: Have at tnee, Widow. 
ty. 'Tis one of Olivers Knights, Madam, 
ert Cully; his Mother was my Grandmother's s 
«Mal 
er Servants, Shy 4 r im, and tale amay 

S wer 
Let me go; I am not ſo Drunk but 1 can ſtand 
ut your help, Gentlemen. Widew, here is 
k; ſend for a Parſon, and we will Dance "Barnaby 
N 
9 Jy © 
' Hiſt a mind to 5 beat him? How thoſe 
a bs dread L* Nag not N. tell thee upon What 


11 hear 


of, Swords, n meu. 7 
1 5 help, r Sir ing Fee. Ja | 


4. What's the matter? 


He is fighti e Compuy of . 5 
„chat Wend reit ki ü 
her at 4. Haſte every 1 r 
— (i aer co If aj; We —— 
. , , = W 
eas dl ue Foot after Re. Come tak, 1 Widow. We ; 


dawn and 98 
Eurer Dufoy. . 


Vat de Diablé be de 62. is de ver | | | 
be Varks in 215 ouſe; H doom by. i 
Fa, | 
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Ha, ha; de Men day do run, day do take de Batton, i 
Dung- vorke, and de Vire-yorks; vat is here, Vin wall 
[ Looking on 
Enter Betty. ns 
Betty. You are a truſty Servant, indeed: Here youll 
Lock'd up, while your poor Maſter is Arreſted, and 
Dragg'd away by unmerciful Bailiffs. . 1 
Duf. My Matre? Jernie! Metres Bet, lettéè me g 
Begar I vil kill alle de bogre de Bailie, and recover nt 
Matre. Bogre de Bailié. Fe 
Betty. So, make all the haſte you can. l ; 
Daf. Morbleu! de Bailie: I vil go prepare wlll 
Kille a touſand Bailiè begar: Bogre de Bailie. f 
Enter the Widow and Servant ſeverally.. 
id. Well, what News? 
Serv. Madam, they have arreſted him upon an 
Execution for two hundred Pounds, and carried hin 
Bailiff's Houſe hard by. | 
Wid. If that be all, Berry, take my Key, and gin 
The Mony in Gold; do you content the Badlifs, but e 
Sir Frederick know nothing of it; and then let them 
Bring him to my Houſe as their Pris ner: Diſpatch, WW 
| . | [Exe Betty and Sm 
Der a Foot-boy. © d 
 Foot-b. Pray, Madam, is there not a ſtray Gentlen 
Here, miſled by Drink? , 
wid. There lyes the Beaſt you look for; you had 
Remove him quickly, or I ſhall cauſe him to be pu 
The Pound. R Fu K 
Foot-b. If I do not get this Fool clear off before h 
Comes to himſelf, our Plot ĩs quite ſpoiłd: This 
Summer-Livery may chance to hover over my ſni ri 
Limbs next Winter. Yonder fits honeſt Palmer, my pl 
Maſter, in a Coach, quaking for fear; all that ſec u 
That Reverend Diſguiſe, will ſwear he has got the 
Palſie. Ho, Sir Nicholas. | [Pull 
Cal. I will drink three Beer- glaſſes to the Widow: 
Health before I go. | to 
Fo- b. The Widow ſtays for you, to wait upon Ml 
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_ Willi Long tyon heir; Sir to treat of - Mai 
Sir Fred. What? You -intend-me-forra reſerve th 
Youtwill have two Strings to your Bow, Widow, 1M 
Perceive your Cunning and Faith I think I ſhall do 
The heartier'Service,-1f thou employ'tt me by the V 
ui You are an excellent Gallam indeed 5 . fr 
Theſe lowſie Compations; come carry your Miſtred 
The Park, and treat her at the Mulberry-garden this 
Glorious Evening. | 
Sir. Freu. Widow; I am a Man of Buſineſs; tliat; 
Geremnbny's to be perform'd by idle Fellows. * 
Vid. What wou' d you give to fach:a Friend 2 
Diſpatch this Buſineſs now, and make you one of ti 
Idle Fellows. i 
Sir Fred. Faith, pick and chuſe; I carry all my 
Wealth about me; do it; and I am all at thy Servio 
Widow. | | N 
Mi. Well, I have done it, Sir; you are at Libem 
And a Leg now will ſatisfie me. G 
Sir Fred. Good Faith, thou art too reaſonable, dei 
Widowy; Modeſty will vvrong thee. - us 
id. Are you ſatisfy'd? 
Fid. Les, Madam. | — is 
Ener Dufoy, with a Helmet on his Head, and a g 
| Sword in his Hand. 
Duf. Vare are de bougre de Bailie ? Tetiblen, boo 
1 Ke falls upon the f 
Fid. Help, help; Sir Frederick, Murder, Murder! 
Sir, we are not Bailiffs; you may ſee we are Men of 
An · honeſtes Vocation [ They. ſhew'their Inſtr | 
Sir Fred. Hold, hold, thou mighty Man at Arms. 
Du. Morbleu, de Fidler! and is my Matre at libe 
Play me de Frichate, or de Jegg Engithe, quickhe, « 
I vill make you all Dance vidout your Fidate; quicks 
Wid. I am over- reach d, I perceive.' { Dufoy' dances® 
Sir Frog. Kind Widow? thank: thee for this Re 
Hay. ha, ha; where & your Counterplor, Widow? ' 
Ha, ha, ha. Laugh at her, Dafoy. Come, be not i 
Melahcholly; we'll te the Park: I care not if 1 ſpendi 
Piece or two upom ches in Farts and R 
— 100 
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why ſo much out of Humour? Tis no. ſbame 

e © fach a likely young Fellow. | 

| [| cou'd:almoſt find” in my Htartto'punif 

— and marry t ie Aron Bow . — 


Bred How came he hither? 

Enquire elſewhere; 1 will not anſwoer thee one 
on; nor let thee ſe& me out of = Mack any more 
ortni 
SA go into thy Cloſer, 5 
ts. and talk wantonly now' and thetr with | 
ber- maĩid; 1 ſhall not trouble ther tech till t 115 
and by that time thy. [Shakes hir Pockets. 

h Vow ill be near over. 

want Patience to endare this Inſolence. Is my 
ervic iy rewarded thus? 
Fred, Pious Widow, call you this Charity? 'twill 
ec little hereafter; thou muſt anſwer for every Sin 
afions: Here is Wine and Women in 
ance. [Shakes his Pockets. 
Avoid my Houſe, and never more come near me. 
5 But hark you. hark you, e do you 
this can laſt always? 

Uungrateful Man!? Ii Widow. 
Fred, She's one; Im atience for theſe two Hours 
$ her, and then I ſhall be pretty well reyeng' d. 

| Begar, Matre, have yort not de yet faltfu 
cur? you do never take notice of my Merit. 
Fred. Dufoy, thou art a Man of Courage, and haſt 
bravely ; I will caſt off this Suit a Week ſooner 
intended, to reward thy Service: 

F. Begar I have ſeveral time given you ver 
rous Teſtimonie of Affection. 

ner a Servant, and takes up Cully in his Arm. 
Fred. Whither do you carry Hir? 

Sir, there is an old Gent eta beld w in x Coach, 
like my Lord Bevill, *wh6; hearing whit Condition 
itholas was in, deſtred me to inp fim to türen 
rms. 

Let me go, where is the Widow “ 
Fred, What Widow ? 


| Cul, 
6 
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Cul. Mrs. Rich; ſhe is to be my Wife. 
Sir Fred. But do you hear, Sir Nicholas ? how | 

Have you courted this Widow ! | 
Cal. Mr. Wheadle can tell you; Trouble me not 

Idle Queſtions, Sir Frederick, you ſhall be welcome 

Any time; ſhe loves Men that will Roar, and Dri 

And Serenade her. : 
Sir Fred. This is ſome ſtrange Miſtake; ſure #1 

Intending to chouſe him, has ſhew'd him ſome 

Counterfeit Widow, and he being Drunk, has bei 

Miſguided to the true Widow's Houſe. The Feu 

The Coach may diſcover all; I will ſtep and ſee 1 

Is: Hold him here, Dwfoy, till J return: Gentleme 

Come you with me. [ Ex. Sir Frederick and 
Cul. Where is my Miſtreſs? | 
2 Vat Metres? 

The Widow. en” 
_ She be de Metres of my Matre. 
T 1 Jogoop kan le mel 

Dua. u ackanape to tellẽ me 
4 You Ep French Natel and I will blow 

Noſe without a Handkerchief. ¶ He pull Dufoy 1 
Duff. Helpe, helpe me; Morbleu; 1 vil beat youll 

My Fiſtè and my Foote, tellE you iaské me de Pu 

Take dat and date; aské me de Pardon. 

[ Cully falls down, and Dufoy be 


Cul. I ask your Pardon, Sirrah? 8 
Duff. Sirrah! Tettibleu. | long 

- Enter Sir Frederick and Fidlers, leading in Pan 
trembling. | of 3 


Sir Fred. Hold, hold, Dufey. f 
Duf. Begar he do merite to be beate; he ſwart 
youre Metres. | 
Palm. I beſeech you, Sir Frederick. 
Cul. My Lord Bevill ! PRIDE ; 
Sir Fred. So he takes him for my Lord Bevill; 0 
The Plot will out. Tis fit this Raſcal ſhou'd be 
Cheated; but theſe Rogues will deal too unmercifi 
With him: I'll take Compaſſion upon him, and il 
More favourably my ſelf 


—_ 
wi. My Lord, where is the mad Wench your Siſter? 

[Si Frederick pulls off Palmer's Diſguiſe. 
ir Fred. Look you, Sir Nicholas, where is my Lord 


a My merry Country-man, Mr. Palmer! I thought 
* had been in Buckinghamſhire. Ling, 
ome Au he took her by the Apron, 

has beans To bring her to his Beck. 

oh er a Catch now, my merry Country-man? | 
| = rederick, | owe this Gentleman a thouſand Pounds. 
tler ir Fred. How ſo? 


ul. He won it of me at Dice, Wheadle went my 

5; and we have given him a Judgment for it. 

ir Fred. This was the Roguery you had been about 

W other oy 24s when I met you in Diſguiſe, Palmer; 
ll never leave your Cheating and your Robbing. 

Robberies do I know of your committing? 


: mel Welw, The Truth is, Sir, you know enough to Hang 
11 blow BS but you are a wortby Gentleman, and a Lover of 


n 

eat Junger Fred. This will not paſs: Produce the Judgment. 
de Par alm. Alas, Sir, Mr. adle has it. Jog 

8 Fred. Produce it, or Fetch the Conſtable, Boy. 
afoy i m. Sir Frederick, be merciful to a ſorrowful Raſcal. 
| is a Copy of the Judgment, as it is enter'd, 

of F * Well, who is this Counterfeit Widow ? 

on 1 - 

: ». Truly twas. Wheadle's Contrivance; a Pox on © 
d: Never no good comes on't when Men are ſo 
onſeionable in their Dealings. 

al. What, am I cheated, Sir Frederick? Sirrah, 1 


Watt 


5 L have you hang d. 

- ed Speak, who is this Widow? 
evil; Mn. 'Tis Grace, Sir, Jihesdle's Miſtreſi, whom he 
rd be plac d in my Lady Darbwal's Houſe: I a n but a 


merci Inftrument abus d by that Raſ call. 
Fed. You Ie, Sir Nicholas, what Villains theſe 

48, re cheated you of a thouſand ou. ard 
married you to a Wenc e 

pere their Vinny. W 


D Cul. 
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Cul. 1 am beholden to you, Sir Frederick: they arc 
Rogues, Villainous Rogues: But where is the Widow 
Sir Fred. Why, you faw the true Widow here a iii 
While aa. „ͤ y 
Cul. The Truth is, methoughts ſhe was ſomething 
Comelier than my Miſtreſs; but will not this Widow 
Marry me? 5 . 
Sir Fred. She is my Miſtreſs. & 
Cul. I will have none of her then. 
Sir Fred. Well, I have diſcover'd this Cheat, kept 
| You from marrying a Wench, and will ſave you the 
Thouſand Pounds too. Now, if you have a Mind to 
Marry, what think you of my Siſter? She is a plain 
Brown Girl, and has Kos ah Portion; but not out 
Twenty thouſand Pounds: This Offer proves I have1i 
Perfe& Kindneſs for you. : 
Cul. 1 have heard ſhe is 4 very fine Gentlewoman; 
Will marry her forthwith, and be your Brother- in- 
Sir. Fred. Come then, I'll carry you where you nll 
Her, and ask her Conſent. Palmer, you muſt go alot 
With us, and by the way affign-this Judgment to m 
Do you guard him, Geatlemen, _ [To the 
Sir Fred. Come, Sir Nicholas, © ning), £ 
Cul. How came I hither? ' . © 
Sir Fred. You will be ſatisfied in that hereafter. il 
"Palm. What curſed Accident was this? What . 
Miſchievous Stars have the managing of my Fortune 
Here's a turn with all my Heart like an after- game at 
Iriſh! J 
Duf. Alon marché; Shentlemen ſheté; marché: J. 
Make de Mouthe of de honeſt Shentlemen :. Begar yol 
Vil make de Wry Mouthe ven you be Hangs. [E 
SCENE IL A Garden. 
Enter Graciana and Leticia ſeverally; Leticia with a No 
_ Grac. Leticia, what haſt thou been doing here? 
Let. Cropping the Beauty of the youthful Year. 


Grac. How innocently doſt thou ſpend thy Hours 
Selecting from the Crowd the Choiceſt Flowers! 


* 


ey are 


idow ere is thy Miſtreſs? 


t. Madam, ſhe's with 'the wounded Colonel. 


as 1 rac. Come then into this Arbour, Girl, and there 
thi thy ſweet Voice refreſh'my wearied Soul. 
ou W They walk into an Arbour. 
(Let. ſong or 
S. 0) I -- In. 


Allies, though as our Conqu'ring Eyes 


kept Love owes his c hu eſt Victories, 

u the And borrows thoſe bright Arms from you 
nd to With which he does — World ſubdue: 
lain Yet jou your ſelves are not above 

Out The Zig nor the Griefs of Love. 


Then wrack not Lovers with Diſuain, 
Leſt Love on you revenge their Pain: 
You are not free becauſe eo re Fair; 


ou m The Boy did not his Mother ſpare. 

o ao Beauty's but an oſfenſive Dart; 
* It is Armour 1 1 

# F 


ac, Dear Girl; thou art my little Confident; : 
to thee have breath'd my Diſcontent; 


thy ſweet Voice as oft has eas d my Care: 
at ow thy Breath is like infectious Air. ¶ Enter Beauf. 
ortune? eds the — Cauſe of my Diſeaſe, | 
ame a does enrage what it did uſe t appeaſe. 
; auf. farting Hark, that was Graciana's Voice. 


ac. Oh Beaufort? 

auf. She calls on me, and does advance this way; 
Il conceal my ſelf within this Bower; ſhe may 
ſecret Cauſes of my Grief betray. 


come upon the Stage. 

ac. Too rigidly my Honour I purſe; 

ſomething from me to my Love is due: 

un theſe private Shades for him Tl! mourn, 

ls poo am oblig d to ſcorn, © 

t. Why ſhou'd you; Madam, thus indulge y ief; 
neyer yet in Sorrow found Relief: Feng 


„ Theſe 


ba | 


ere? 
ear. 
Hours 


1 
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eaufort goes into an Arbour, and Graciana and Leticia 
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> Theſe Sighs, like Northern Winds to th early Spring, 
Deſtruction to your blooming Beauty bring, 
Orac. Leticia, peace; my Beauty I deſpiſe: 
 Wou'd you have me preſerve theſe fatal Eyes? 
Ler. Had you leſs Beauteous been, y ad known leſs 
Ladies are happieft moderately Fair: | 
But now ſhou'd you your Beauty waſte, which way 
Cou'd you the Debt it has contracted pay? 
Grac. Beaufort, didſt thou but know I weep for tl 
Thou wou dſt not blame my Seorn, but pity me. 
Let. When Honour firſt made you your Love deci 
Vou from the Centre drew a creoked Lin: 
E You were to Beaufort too ſevere, I fear, - 
Leſt to your Love you partial might * 
Grac. I did what I in Honour ought to do: 
1 yet to Beaufort and my Love am true; 5 
And if his Rival hve, I'll be his Bride, 
Joy ſhall unite whom Grief does now divide: 
But if for Love of me brave Brxce does die, 
I ama contracted to his Memory. | 
Oh Beaufort 8 
Beauf. Oh, Graciana! here am I 
(By what I've heard) fix'd in an Ecitafie. 
Grac. We are furpriz'd: unlucky Accident! 
Freſh Sorrow's added to my Diſcontent. | 
 [Exeant Graciana and Leticia leiſurely. Beaufort 
Beauf. Graciana, ſtay, you can no more contend, 
Since Fortune joins with Love to be my Friend : 
There is no fear of Brace his Death; the Wound 
By abler Surgeons is not Mortal found. 
She will not ſtay. e 
My Joys, like Waters ſwelld into a Flood, 
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bl; Bear down whate'cr their uſual Streams vvithſtood. Wi 
ſt 1 Lee 
1 ih = 2-2 © + 4 - ao 1 
ll My Lady Dawbwel”s Houſe. 
l Buer Wheadle and Grace. * 
bead. I wonder we have yet no Tidings of our Wh, 


a * 


Knight, nor P Fortune ſtill croſſes tbe 
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juſtrious, Girl; when we recover him you muſt begin 
lie at a little openerward; tis dangerous] keeping the 
ol too long at Bay, leſt ſome old Wood-man drop in 
Chance, and diſcover thou art but a Raſcal Deer. 
ve counterfeited half a Dozen Mortgages, a Dozen 
ds, and two Scriveners to vouch all; that will ſatisfie 
in thy Eſtate; He has ſent into the Country for his 
tings: But ſee, here he comes. | 
Eknter Sir Nicholas, 
Nicholas, 1 muſt chide you, indeed I muſt; you 
lect your Duty here: Nay, Madam, never bluſh; 
h VI! reveal all. Y'are the happieſt, the luckieſt Man— 
dme Sir Frederick. | 
e betray'd; Death, what makes him here? 
WFrederick, your humble Servant; y'are come in the 
Wiiclt time for Mirth; [To Sir Frederick. 
Hou but lend me your Ear? Do not you ſee 
Iicholas and Grace. Yonder, look, look. 

Fred. Yes. 
head. 1 am perſwading him to keep her; ſhe's a pretty 
ving Girl; Faith let us draw off a while, and | 
among cur ſelves, for fear of ipoiling the poor 
h's Market; let us, let us. 
Fred, With all my Heart. 5 | 
Bailiffs meet Wheadle at the Deor, and Aiveſt lim. 
ifs. We Arreſt you, Sir. LN | 
bead, Arreſt me? Sir Frederick, Sir Nicholas. 

7 We are not provided for a Reſcue at 
Nt, SIr. | b N 
head. At whoſe Suit? 
Aug. At Sir Frederick Frolick's. 
ead. Sir Frederick Frolick's? 1 owe him never a 
ing. ä 

Fed. Ware miſlaken, Sir; you owe me a thouſan d 
s: Look you, do you know Mr. Palmer's Hand? 
as aſlipn'd ſuch a ſmall Debt over to me. 


leſs 
Way 


e. 
e de 


ſe. Enter Palmer and Jenny. 
read, How was [ bewirch'd to truſt ſuch a Villain ! 
| ogue, Dog, Coward, Palmer, 
s of out . Oh thou unconſcionable N headle; a thouſand 
s the vs Was too ſmall a Bubble! FOR | 


D 3 | Sir 
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Sir Fred. Away with him, away with him. 
3 4 Nay, Sir Frederick, tis Puniſhment enough 
m my Expectation: Do not ruin a 

Grace. | beſeech you, Sir. : at: hin 

Sir Fred. Thou haſt mov'd me, Grace; Do not 
Tremble, Chuck; I love thy Profeſſion too well to har 
Thee. Look you, Sir, what think you of a Rich Widoy 
Proffering him the Wh 
Was there no Lady to abuſe, but my Miſtreſs? 
No Man to bubble but your Friend and Patron, | 
Sir Nickolas? But let this paſs; Sir Nicholas is ſatisfy d: 
Take Grace, Here, marry her, we are all fatisfy'd; She 
A pretty deſerving Girl, and a Fortune now in earneſt; 
Pl give her a thouſand Pounds. 

head. Pray, Sir, do but conſider 

Sir Fred. No Confideration: difpatch, or to Limbe. 


bead. Was there ever ſuch a Dilemma? I fhall ro: 
Priſon. Come hither, Grace; I did but make bold, ii 


A young Heir, with his Eftate, before it come into his 
Hands: Little did I think, Grace, that this Paſty, 


[Srroking her Belh.] when we firſt cut it up, ſhou'd H 


Been preſerv'd for my Wedding-Feaſt. _ = 
Sir Nich. You are the happieſt, the luekieſt Man, 
Mr. Wheadle. 
Palm, Much Joy, Mr. Wheadle, with your rich 
Widow. 755 | 
1 N head. Sir Frederick, ſhall that Rogue Palmer laugh 
t me? 5 | 
Sir Fred. No, no; Fenm, come hither ; I'll make th 
Amends, as well as thy Miſtreſs, for the Injury I did 
Thee th'other Night: Here is a Husband for thee too. 
Mr. Palmer, where are you? 
Palm. Alas, Sir Frederick, Tam not able to maintain br 
Sir Fred. She ſhall maintain you Sir. Do not you 
Underſtand the Myftery of Stiponie, Fermy 7 
* Maid. I know how te make Democuana, Sir. | 
Sir Fred. Thou art richly endow'd, i faith: Here, he 
Palmer; no ſhall I, fhall I: This or that, which you 
Deſerve better. 4 
Palm. This is but a ſhort Reprieve;, the Gallows wil 
e my Deſtiny. | 4 


Lor is e Tus. | 7% 
Fred, Sir Nicholas, now! we: mult haſte to a better 
mniry; wy. Siſter expects us. Gentlemen, meet us 
xe Roſe;, IU beſtow a Wedding Dinner upon yo. 

chere releaſe your judgment, Mr. Wheadle. Bailiffa, 

pon them thirden, 
Pick, 1 widh you much Joy with your Fair Brides, 
lemen. Keg nk . | 
head. A Pox on your Alignment, Palner. | 
Im. A Pox on your rich. Widow, Wheadie; come, 


ure: 1 261 0 cos: 228-4354 2 
CENE v. The Lord Bepili's Noufe. 
Lord Bevitl, Bruce led in, Lovis, Beaufort 0  Grackind 
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cane, I have lot my Claim to yo 
ow my Heart's become Aurelias Due; 

this while within her tender Breaſt 
ame of Love has carefully ſuppreſt,. 

Wong for me, and ſtriving 20 br | 
n Contentment to advance my Joy. — 
. I did no more than Honour preſs'd me to 
Tad Woo'd ſucceisfylly for you. 

ke. Lou ſo excel in Honour and in Love, 
doth my Shame and Admiration move. 

a. here, accept that Life from me, | 
a Heav'n ſo kindly has preſcry'd for thee. 1 
ord, I hope you will my Choice allow, Iv L. Beuill. 

bvith your Approbation ſeal our Vow, | 
Bev. In gen rous Minds this to the World will proves. 
ab Gratitude has Pow'r to conquer Love. 1 

e, brave Man, Impiety in mne | 
o approve that which hs Heav us decree. 
we... Graciana, og my gen rous Rival you 
now beſtow what to his Merir's due. 
ae. Since you. recovering, Bruce, your Claim decline; 
Im 14 — I my Heart reſign. . © 
af. Sue aur and ſuch Love as you haye ſhow- u, 
dot in the Records of Virtue — 8 
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My Lord, | muſt aſſiſt us here ones more; o L LM. 
The God of: Love does your Conſentitnplore. | . ed 

L. Bev. May Lore id-you RAI feed your mutual Fi 


ef | their | 

| Beauf, hind maycher Thane bue itk our Breaths en ver 
Lov. My Lord, our Quarrel now is at an end; 

9 are not Bruce's Rival, but his Friend. Fre 
Beauf. In this brave Strife your Friendſhip ſoar d i Men. 
TW active Flames of our aſpiring Love. Fa 
Bruce. Dear Friend, thy Merits Fame cannot ei. < 
Lov. They are rewarded in your Happineſs. Fr, 


Bruce. Come all into my Arms before I reſt; 
Let's breathe our Joys into each other's Breaſt: 
Thus Mariners rejoice. when Winds decreaſe, Ber 
And falling Waves ſeem wearied into Peace. ne 

Enter Sir Frederick and Dufoy at one Door, and nd 

Widow and Betty at another. 


Sir Fred Haſte, Dufoy, perform what I comma o. 
You 2 
Duf. I vil be ver quick begars/ I am more den | 


Mercurie. 
| Sir Fred. Ho, Widow! the Noiſe of theſe Noptif 1 
Brought you hither 1 perceive your Mouth water: 
| Wid. Were I in a Longing Condition I ſhou'd beg 
Enough to put my ſelf upon you, Sir. 
Sir Fred. Nay, I know th'art ſpiteful, and wou'd 
ö Fain marry me in Revenge; but fo long as T have thi 
Guardian Angels about me, I defie thee and all thy 
Charms: Do skilful Faulkners thus reward their Has 
Before they fly the Quarry? - . 
Wid. When your Gorge is empty youll come to He 
Lure a 
Sir of] After J have had a little more Experience et 0 
The Vanity of this World, in a melancholly Humour 
I may be careleſs of my ſelft. 

Wid. And marry fore gigreſſed 12 that has had 
No leſs Experience * that Vanity. 

Sir Fred. Widow, I profeſs the contrary; I wou'd' 
| Not have the Sin to anſwer for of Debauching any WF, Bn 
. Such worthy Principles. Let me ſee: if I ſhou'd be 
Good- natur d now, and conſent to give thee a Titk f 


* bk yon Conditian 
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wn Wealth again, er ane 2. 


m the Favour, Wido 
"Is it poſſible you can , Tough k 


| ef Ih Do you. imagineme ſo fooliſn as our LE wt 
derable =» 


L at play, 0 recover can ing 


* I told you how odd be, Widow: 22h 
jence attend thee, elle l ſhall do no good upon 
Farewel. 

. Stay, Sir; let us ſhake Hands at parting. 

Fred, Nay, if thou once art acquainted with 2 
tution, thou t never let me go; Widow, here, 
ge, examine. HEalding aut his Hand, 
dev. Siſter, I long have known your. Inclioationss 
leave to ſerve. you. Six Frederide here, At 


Pad may.you make each other happy- 


, Now I have receiv'd 5 into m 3 Family. L 


b, Sir. 


e 1 Treks of the 

departed ; no Preſcr pleaded: for Evil 

Night N what old 
aer e ene 


on the We 
1 


Her ral m ſelf. This Bey, my Lord, I hope you 


the Liberty I have taken. to (ea tor themys . 

will much encreaſe your Mirth this joyful Day. 

Jeu. I ſhou d have blam' d vou, Sir, if you had 

in d your Humour here. Theſe muſt needs de 

' Matches that are of his making, | | 

Enter Dufoy. | | 

Fred. What, are they come? 

Day be all at de Doore, begar ; ns l - 

et Metres, Brid, Whore. Entre Jentlemen, vid 

entre vid your great Fortune; Ha, ba, ha. 

icholas and bis Bride, Wheadle and his Bride, 
CR 
vy 

8 nai by ucts Rich Widow? - N > 
ther! is this Fellow our Brother 

Nich. Ay, that I am. . 1 — 

Fred. 8 Sir Nicholas. 


b&: Eovrive Tous 
Sir Nieh. Did not 1 marry your Siſter, Sir? 
Sir Fred. 0 fie, Sir Nicholas; 1 thought yad 

A, modeſter Man. 


© Sir Nich. Is my Wife no Kin to you, Sir? 
Sir Fred. 'Not — but your Son and Hei 


Nets, if it prove fo 8 with thee, “ Io LU 
Old Acquanitance: Wh 4 to lead a Vi 
Life, b keep Houſe thee, I have 


Diſpos'd of my own Hou jold-ſtuff, wy dear Mrs, 
To this Gentleman. 
bead. and Palm. we wiſh vou Joy with your | 
Pride, Sir Nicholas. ' | 
Sir Nich. 1 ed of ind complain, and have you 
Clapp 'd up for a Plot immediately. 
| 9 Nr Hold, hold, Sir Nicholasz there dee 
Catch-poles without: Von cannot 'ſcape without) 
Thouſand Pounds in your Pocket: Carry her into ii 
Country; core, your Neighbours Wives will viii 
And yow ſhe's a Virtuous well-bred Lady: And, ol 
Hes her due, faith ſhe was a very honeſt Wench to 
And I believe will make a vet aten eſt Wife to y 
Sir Nich. If 1 Are ti nat 1 hal e 1 
Ridiculous even to our own Party. 1 
Sir Freu. You are in the right: Come, take her, 
Mech of her, ſhe ſhall ſave you'a' thouſand Pound, 
Sir Nich.” Well, Lucy, if thou can'ſt but deceive mf 
Old Mother, and my Neighbours i in the Country, | 
Shall bear-my Fortune patiently. 
Sir Fred. Vil warrant you, Sir; Women ſo sil. 
Views can diſſemble virtue 
Fie, fie, make de much of your Lady, 
Shekil men; begar yo vil find dem ver civil. 
Sir Fred. Duſey, I had almoſt forgot thee. 
Dif. Begar my Merit is ver ſeldom in your Mem: 
Sit Fred. Now I will reward thy Services; 3 here; 
Thy Mittreſs. 
Def. Ver vel, begar; you will give me two tree 
Gowne vor all my Diligence. 
Betty. Marry come up! Is that a deſpicable Portt 
For —_ greaſie Fan? . 
n ene. ö 


W 
- 
2 


LOVE i 1 bs „„ . 

[Peace peace, Metres Ber; ve vil be ver good 

n occaſion; but ve vil no marrie: Dat be ver 

1 cter, begar. 5 . 

red. Did you bri the Bailifft with you? N 

Day be vidout: — Shentlemen, youlhave ..\. 

de ver ſad; and now you ſhall be made yer mer 

Fidler. 

id. Hal cozen'd \vith' Fidlers for Bailiffs! I durſt 

worn falſe Dice might as foon have paſs'd upon me, 

red. Bid them ſtrike up; we will have a Dance. 

, to divert theſe melancholy Gentlemen, 
They Date 


ev. Sir Frederick you. ſhall command wy Houſe 

his (Her the Dance. 

I tho. welcome that are pleas d to ita f 

red. Sit Nicholas, and Me. IWWheadle, Trac you 

your Judgment, and will give it you under m 7 

any time,” Widow, fo Re theſe bloody 

ions, there will be no great Maſſacre of 

heads arhong us here. Anon I will 1 

ph with the occaſion of theſe Weddings. 

at ſmall Accidents depends our Fate. 

e makes us fortunate! 4. 
uw ym 


! 


EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGU 


| Spoke by the Widow. 


IR x Fro now Tam reveng'd an you; 
ur Frolick Wit, are couxen d too: 
e a | 


I; be ns ca 3} hog — che -— of 
Lite Brisimars.corſcious of th offended Law, 
When Furies after th Evidence withdraw; 
So waits our Author between Hope and Fear, 
Untill he does your doubtful Verdict hear. 
Men are more aul than in former Days; 
Few now in Public * or rail at Plays; 

He bid me gps pr Looks with = 
And told me I our Sentence ther 

But I, wnskilld in — an gueſ⸗ 

y this firſt View what is the Plays Succeſs ; 

Nor ſhall I eaſe the Author of his Fear, 

All twice or thrice, at leaſt, * 
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Sir Oliver Cock wood 
and Tuo Country Nui 
Sir Joſſin Jolley, 


Afr. Courtal ) 20 bora, Gentlemen i 


and Tory 
Mr. Freeman, TO 


My Lady Cockwood. 
* Two young, Ladies, Kinſwomen i 
| Joſlin Jolley's. 
Gatty, 
Mrs. Sentry, My Lady Cockwood's 
woman. 6 
Mrs. Gazette : 
and *- Two Exchange Nom 
Mrs. Trinket, 
Mr. Rake-hell, 4 Knight of the Indi 
Thomas, Sir Oliver Cockwood's Mz 
A Servant belonging to My..Courtdl. 
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CTI. SCENE I. 
A Dining-Room.* 


er Courtal aud Freeman, and a Seruant 3 
Courtal. 


CO UR 1 4 L. 
0. fo, tis well; let the Coach be made 


— 
Serv. It ſhall, WW. nen 
Caan. Well, Frank, what is to be done 


To Day? 
dS Free. Faith, I think we muſt een 
dw the old Trade; Eat well, and es our ſelves 
ha Bottle or two of goad Bur 
t our old Acquaintance may look lovely i in our Eyes: 
for ought as I ſee, there is no Hopes of new. 
rt, Well! this is grown a wicked Town, it was 
rwiſe in my Memory; a Gentleman ſhou d not have 
e out of his Chamber, but ſome Civil Officer or 
of the Game wou'd have been with him, and 
given him notice here de might have had a | 
ſe or two in the Afternoon. 
E 3 | Free, 


go She ond if She cou d. 
Free. Truly, a Motherly Woman of y MW 
Acquaintance Yother Day, talking of the Sins of the 
Times, told me, with Tears in her Eyes, that then 
A Company of Higling Raſcals, who partly for 
Themſelves, but more eſpecially for ſome ſecret Fri 
Daily foreſtall the Markets ; nay, and that many Gently 
Who formerly had been Perſons of great Worth and 
Honour, are of late, for ſome private Reaſons, becony 
Their own Purveyors, to the utter Decay and 
Diſencouragement of Trade and Induſtry. . 
Court. I know there are ſome wary Merchants, 
Never truſt their Buſineſs to a Factor ; but for my pa 
I. hate the Fatigue, and had rather be bound to Back 
Own Colts, and Man my own Hawks, than endure 
Impertinencies of bringing a young Wench to the Lufli 
5 3 Enter Servant. : f 
Serv. Sir, there is a Gentlewoman below deſires v 
Speak with you. 2 5 | 
Court. Ha Freeman, this may be ſome lucky Adye 
Serv. She ask'd me, if you were alone. | 
Court. And did not you fay, Ay ? 
Serv. I told her, I wou'd go fee. . 
Court. Go, go down quickly, and tell her J am. 
Frank, pry'thee let me put thee into this Cloſet a n 
Free. Why may not 1 ſee her? 2 
Court. On my Life thou ſhalt have fair play, andi 
Halfs, if it be a Purchaſe that may with Honour be i tak 
Divided; you may over-hear all: But for Decency 


Sake, in, in Man. t. 
Free. Well, good Fortune attend the. Tome 
Enter Miſtreſs Sentry. on 
Court. Miſtreſs Sentry! this is a Happineſs beyond nt, bi 
Expectation. | how 
Sent. Your humble Servant, Sir. he v. 
Court. T hope your Lady's come to Town ? Vage 
Sent. Sir 29 my Lady. and the whole Family. Coun 


Well! we have had a fad time in the Country: My 
Lady's ſo glad, ſhe's come to enjoy the Freedom of! 
Place again, and I dare fay longs to have the Happisd 
Of your Company. 


Chand 
phter, 


* leave 


— 


She wou'd if She cou'd. 91 
-t. Did ſhe ſend you hither ? _ 


ent Trick, ſhe woy'd think me a good one i faith; 
cal 1 have to ſerve you, made me venture to 
y Way to the Exchange, to tell you the good 

s, and to let you know our Lodgings are in 
Areet at the Black-Poſts, where we lay the laſt 


er. 8 | 
rt. Indeed it is very obligingly done. 


you came to the Knowledge of this by ſome lucky 
e 01 other; for I wou d not be diſcovered for a 
urt. Let me alone, I warrant thee. - 
Enter Servant. ; 
Sir Olrver Cockwood, Sir, is come to-wait on 


. oh Heav'n ! my Maſter ! my Lady and my ſelf 
goth undone, undone—— 7x 

*. 'Sdeath, why did you not tell him I was buſie? 
. For Heav'ns fake, Mr. Courtal, what ſhall I do? 
Leave, leave trembling, and creep into the 


5 . Enter Sir Oliver. . | 
rt. Sir Oliver Cockwood ! [ Embraces him. 
oliv. Honeſt Ned Courtal, by my troth I thin 
tak ſt me for a pretty Wench, thou hug ſt me ſo 
cloſe and heartily. | 4A 
t. Only my Joy to ſee you, Sir Oliver, and to 
Nome you to Town, 8 
r Oliv, Methinks, indged, I have been an Age 
nt, but I intend to redeem the Time; and how, 
how ſtand Affairs, prythee now? Is the Wine good? 
he Women kind ? Well, Faith, a Man had better 
Vagabond in this Town, than a Juſtice of Peace in 
Country: I was &en grown a Sot for want of 
leman-like Recreations : if a Man do but rap out 
Dath, the People ſtart as if a Gun went off; and if 
chance but to couple himſelf with his Neighbour's - 
Ehter, without the help of the Parſon of the Pariſh, 
leave a little Teſtimony of his Kindneſs behind 


d 


. 
f : 


ft 


. Oh no, if ſhe ſhou'd but know that I did. ſuch a 


t. But I muſt needs defire you to tell my Lady, 


ö hole here. [She goes into the Wood-hole. 
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92 She won'd if foe cum d. 

Him, 3 is preſently ſuch an „ that a poor! 
Fe En 20 fy be County 1 Gor Drood vnkenneſs, Fs : 
True, it may be —— * Scandal, but the Drink ii 
So abominable, that a Man would forbear at, for fn 
Being made out of Love with the Vice. ——_ 

Court. I fee, Sir Oliua, you continue ſtill your old 
Humour, and are reſobo d to break your fweet Lady; 
Heart. | 

Sir Olzv. You do not think me ſure fo barbarouſy 
Unkind, to let her know all this; no, no, theſe are 
Secrets fit only to be wuſted to ſuch honeſt Fellows u 
Thou art, 

Court. Well may I, poor Sinner, be excus'd, fine 
Woman of ſuch rare Beaury, fuch incomparable Pau 
And of ſuch an unblemifhed Reputation, is not able i 
Reclam you from theſe wild Courſos. Sir Over. WH 
Sir Oliv. To ſay the Truth, She is a Wife that ng 
Man need be aſham'd of, Ned. | 

Court I yow, Sir Oliver, I muſt needs blame ya 
Confidering how tenderly ſhe loves you. 1 

Sir Oliv. Ay, ay, the more is her Misfortune, aui 
Mine too, Nad-: 1 woud'd willingly givr thee a pair 
Beſt Coach-Horſes in my Stable, ſo thou could'it bull 
Perſuade her 'T; love me lefs. 4 
| Cone. Her Virtue, and my Friendſhip, ſufficieni 
Secure you againſt that, Sir Oliver. ; 

Sir Ou v. 1 knovw thou wert never married; but 
Never been thy Misfortune to have a Miſtreſs love 
Thus entirely ? 

Court. It never has been m Fortune, Sir ä 
But ———ů— ä — ? 

Sir Oliv. Becauſe then, perchance, thou (might! 
Been a little ſenſible -what 2 damn'd Trouble it is. 

Court. Re how, Sir Oliver? 

_—_— — thus: For a Man canndt 
Be altogether u ometimes one is oblig d to 
Kiſs, — and Toy, and lye fooling an Hour 
Two, when a Man had rather, ones not for tit 
Diſgrace ſake, frand ull that that while in the Pilom p 
With * Eggs and Oranges. 


| ; Court. This is a very hard Caſe indeed, Sir Oliver. 
sir ov. And then the Inconvenience of ging 
| gular Hours; but above all, that damn'd Fi 


g alouſze does ſo poſſeſs theſe: ate Lovers, that! 
8 — — Roſe be it ſpoken, if 1 ehance to be 


little prodigal in my Expence on a private Friend 

ſo, Tann n — — an ye at Night, 

at for quietneſs ſake I am often forc'd to take a Doſe 
Cant harides to make up the ſum. 

gurt. Indeed, Sir Oliver, every thing conſider d, 

are not ſo much to be envy'd as one may raſhly 
agine. 

: 5 Olrv, Well, a Pox of this tying Man and Woman 


ertder, for better for worſe ! Upon my Conſeienee, 
as but a Trick that the Clergy might have a feeling in 
cecauſe. 


eur. I do not conceive it to be much for their 
Wit, Sir Oliver, for I dare hy a good Wager, let ein 
ao Chriſtian Liberty, and they ſhall get ten 

des more by Chiſtnings, than they are likely to loſe 


u talk ſt of Chriſtian Liberty, pr ythee let us Dine 
Wether to-day, and be ſwingingly merry, but with 
eccreſie. . : oe 
: . your good Company, 

U ou 
ir Ouwv. Lam to call on a very honeſt Fellow, whom 
here hard by making a Viſit, Sir Fofting Folley, a 
ſman of my Wife's, and my Neighbour in the 
ntry: We oall Brothers, he came up to Town with 
and lodgeth in the ſame Houſe; he has brought up 
duple: of the, prettieft Kinſwomen, Heireſſes of a very 


tle, Faith, if 'Tam not very much miſtaken, they 
andt very | arg the Study of the Mathematick 8. 
burt. I ſhall be beholden to you for fo good an 
2 e 
rr Oliv, This Sir Joſlin is in great Favour with 
y, one that fhe has an * good Opinion of 
E 5 SE 


She 006d if She vou'd. v3 


a Fach, thou bilt hit it tight, Ned ; nd-now- 


d Fortune: Won d thou hadſt the inſtructing of em 


And 
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94 © SJhewou'd if She cou'd 
And will truſt me with him any where; but to ſay 
Truth, he is as arrant a Sinner as the beſt of us, and 
Will boggle at nothing that becomes a Man of Honoull b 
We will go and get leave of my Lady; for it is not fi FP” 
I ſhou'd break out fo ſoon without her Approbation, N 

Court. By no means, Sir Oliver. 
Sir Oliv. Where ſhall we meet about an Hour hen 


Court. At the French-houſe, or the Bear. N 
Sir Oliv. At the French heuſe by all. means. x 
Court. Agreed, agreed. | a 


Sir Oliv. Wou'd thou cou dſt bring a fourth Man, 50 
Court. What think you of Frank Freeman ? io 
Sir Oliv. There cannot be a better wel 8 * 

Ned, Servant Ned ! [Exit Sir Ol 
Court. Your Servant, Sir Oliver. Mrs, Sentry 
Sentry in the hole. Is he gone? „ 
Court. Ay, ay ! You may venture to bolt now. Bon 
Sentry crawling out. Oh Heay'ns ! I wou d not e. 
Such another Fright. 9 
Court. Come, come, pr'ythee be compos d. ' 
Sentry. I ſhall not be my {elf again this Fortnight ; : 
Never was in ſuch a Taking all the Days of my Li :; 
To have been found falſe, and to one, who, to ſay Tl 
Has been always very kind and civil to me; but abort 
J was concern'd for my Lady's Honour. 
Court, Come, come — there's no harm done. 
Sem. Ah! Mr. Courtal, you do not know Sir 0l 
So well as I do, he has ſtrange Humours ſometimes, 
Has it enough in's Nature to play the Tyrant, but tht 
My Lady and my ſelf awe him by our Policy. * 
Court. Well, well, all's well; did you not hear wi 
A taring Blade Sir Oliver is? T4 
Sent. Ah! *tis a vile diſſembling Man. How fair! | 
He carries it to my Lady's Face! put I dare not 
Diſcover him, for fear of betraying my ſelf. 11 
Court. Well, Miſtreſs Sentry, I muſt Dine with er 
And after I have enter d them with a Beer-glaſs or tm 
If I can I will flip away, and pay my ReſpeRs to yoit 


She wou'd if She cou d. 95. 


. You need not queſtion your Welcome I aſſure 


Sir Vour Servant, Sir. 
rt. Your Servant Miſtreſs Sentry, I am very ſenſible: 
this Favour, I aſſure you. | | 


ent, 1 ars proud it was in my Power to oblige you, ; 
[ Exit Sentry. 


ourt. Freeman! Come, come out of thy Hole; ho-) 


chou been able to contain? | 55 
ree. Faith much ado, the Scene was very pleaſant: 
above all, I admire thy Impudence, I cou'd never 

e had the Face to have wheadl'd the poor Knight ſo: 


ourt. Piſh, piſh, *twas both neceſſary and honeſt : we 


cht to do all we can to confirm a Husband. in the 

dd Opinion of his Wife. | Bey | 
ree. Pray how long, if without Offence a Man may 
you, have you been in good Grace with this Perſon 


WS Honour ? I never knew you had that commendable: 
ity of Secreſie before. | 


| 


* 
7 
* 


burt. You are miſtaken, Freeman, things go not as 
wickedly imagine. 


rte. Why, haſt thou loſt all Senſe of Modeſty? Doſt 


u think to paſs theſe groſs Wheadles on me too? 
e, come, this good News ſnou d make thee a little 
ier. Faith, though ſhe be an old Acquaintance, ſhe- 
the advantage of four or five Months Abſence. *Slid; 
ow not how proud you are, but I have thought my 
very ſpruce e er now in an old Suit, that has been 
ſM'd and laid up a while, 
ourt. Freeman, I know: in Caſes of this Nature thou 
an Infidel; but yet methinks the Knowledge thou haſt 
my 3 with my Friends ſhou'd make 
e a little more confiding. | 


e. What deviliſh Oath cou d ſhe invent to fright thee 
m a Diſcovery ? 


gurt. Wilt thou believe me, if Iſwear, the Preſervatien 


her Honour has been my Fault, and not hers ? 
ree. This is ſomething, - 


ourt. Why then, know that I have ſtill been as 
eful to prevent all Opportunities, as ſhe has been to 


ntrire em; and till have carried it ſo like a Gentleman. 


That: 
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r ²— ä ˙ W er oo Won eee 


1 Sbe w if She cow'd. 

That ſnhe has not had the Jeaſt ſuſpicion of Unkindnefz 

She is the very Spirit of Impertinenee, -{o' fooliſhly ſu 
And troubleſome, that no Man above Sixteen is able to 

—_— SLY ia, 3, 

Free. Why did you engage thus far then? 

Court. Some — which I had by my 
'Acquzintance with the Sot her Husband, made me 
Extraordinary civil to her, which preſently by her T2. 
Ladyſhip was interpreted after the manner of the molt ie»: 
Obliging Women. This Wench came hither by her 

Free. With what Confidence ſhe deny d it! 

Court. Nay, that's never wanting, I aſſute you : 
Now is ry expected I ſhou'd — —nby . 
And vvatch every Opportunity to wait upon her; ſhe ar 
Wor'd by ber Good. vil give her Lover no more Ne. 
Than a young Squire that has nevvly ſet-up: a Coach, 
Does his only pair of Horſes. . 

Free. Faith, if it be as thou ſay'ſt, I cannot much . 
Blame the hardneſs of thy Heart. But did not the Oi. 
Talk of two young Ladies ? 3 . 

Court. Well remember d, \Frank n „. 
Om t, twrill be very neceſſary to on my Buſineſſ 
With the old one, that we may _ er have an . 
Opportunity of being acquainted with them. Come v. 
Us go and be Dinner, and by the way conſidt : 
'Theſeweighty Affairs. 2 85 | 28 

Free, Well, ſince there is but little ready Mony ings 

| Rather than want Entertainment, I ſhall be contenu = 

Play a while upon Tick. | 

Court. And I., provided they promiſe fair, and we 
There's hopes of Payment hereafter. | 
SCENE II. Sir Olwver-Cothwood's Loc 

| Enter Lady Cockwood. 
La. Cock. Tis too late to repent ; I ſent her, but 


I cannot but be troubled to-think ſhe ſtays fo long: 
If ſhe has ſo little-Gratitude to let him, he 2 


She noowd if She con'd. 9 

zur thun to attempt any thing to the Prejudice of wy 
ion Oh entry, are you come? 

| Enter Sentry. 
t. Oh Madam ! there has been ſuch an Accident! 

a. Cock, Pr'ythee do not fright me, Wench, — | 
As I was diſcourſing with Mr, Caurtal, in came 


* 
Cock. Oh — ruin d — undone for ever ! 


t. You'll-ſtill be ſendiag me on theſe deſperate 
nds. 
ock. I am betray d, betray d by this falſe 
it * I call thee ? 
r. Nay, but Madam have a little Patience —— 
. Cock. I haveloft all Patience, and will never more 
any.— RE 
nt, Do but hear me, all is well. 
42 Nothing can be well, unfortunate Woman. 
:. Mr. Coartal thruſt me into the Wood- hole. 
| . Cock. And did not Sir Oliver ſee thee ? 
. He bad not the leaſt glimpſe of me. 
; . Cock. Dear Sentry —— And what good News ? 
eee e wait upon you in the Al- 


008d. deb. ü epeepen did not let him know'I ſent you. 
t. No, no, Madam Il watrant you I did every 
g much to tbe Advantage of your Honour. 

n. Cock. Ah Sentry ! if we cou d but think of ſome 
y Plot now to get Sir Oliver out of the way. 

t. You need not trouble your ſelf about that, | 
Wim, 1 9 8580 to Dine with Mr. Crurtal at the 
ach- houſe, and is bringing to get 

d- will; when Mr. 5 0 ry eu u = 6a 
glaſs.or.tyvo, he intends to Real away, and 8 his 
otion to your Ladyſhip. 

a.' Cock. Truly he is a Perſon of much Worth and 
our. 

nt. Had you but been there, Madam, to have _ 
Aber Sir Olivers Diſcourſe, he would have made 
bleſs your ſelt ; there is not ſuch another 8 
he Town; all his Talk was of Wenching, and | 
ing, and Drinking, and Tearing. 7 


=S 


98 She won d if She coud. i 
La. Cock. Ay, ay, Sentry, I know he'll talk of frail 
matters behind my Back; but if he be not an abominal 
Hypocrite at Home, and I am not a Woman calily to 
Deceiv d, he is not able to play the Spark abroad thu, 
Aſſure you. | | 
Enter Sir Oliver, and Sir Joſlin 3 Sir Joſlin ſingig of 
My deareſt Dear, this is kindly dene of thee to come 
Home again thus quickly. N 
Sir Oliv. Nay, my Dear, thou ſhalt never have any 
Juſt Cauſe to accuſe me of Unkindneſs. | 
La. Cock. Sir. Fofim, now you are a good Man, ul 
Shall truſt you with Sir Oliver again. : 
Sir Fof. Nay, if ever | break my Word with a 1 
I will be deliver'd bound to Mrs. Sentry here, and ſhe 
Shall have leave to Carve me for a Capon. 
Sent. Do you think I have a Heart cruel enough for 
Such a bloody Execution? | 
Sir Fof. Kindly ſpoke i' faith, Girl; I'll give thee al 
For that. 5 2 1 [ Kiſe 
La. Cock. Fie, fie, Sir Foſſin, this is not ſeemly in 
Preſence. ph, | 
Sir Foſ; We have all our Failings, Lady, and this 
Mine: A right bred Grey-hound can as well forbear Wl 
Running after a Hare, when he ſees her, as I can 
Mumbling a pretty Wench when ſhe comes in my ih 
F: La. Cock. I have heard indeed you are a parlous Wi 
ir ; | 
| 8. J I ſeldom brag, Lady, but for a true Cock 
Of the Game, little Foſlin dares match with the belt N © 
Sir Oliv. Sir Joſlin s merry, my Dear. Fl 
La. 8 ye if he ſhould be wicked, I ko 
Tbou art too much a Gentleman to offer ag; Injury u.. 
Thine own dear Lady. Rf a 
Sir Fof. Faith, Madam, you muſt give my Brother 
* Cockwood leave to Dine abroad to Day. N 
La. Cock, I proteſt, Sir Foſlin, you begin to male cp 
Hate you too; well, you are een grown as bad as tht 
Worſt of em, you are ſtill robbing me of the ſweet: 
Society of Sir Oliver. TE N 


| She wou'd if She could. 99 
of. Come, come, your Diſcipline is too ſevere, 


h Lady. - 
a. pe Sir Oliver may do what he pleaſes, Sir ; he 
ws 1 have ever been his obedient Lady. 


ſo earneſt in his Invitation, that none but a Clown 
d have refus'd him. | 


Wir Fo/. Ay, ay, we Dine at my Uncle Sir Foſeph 


Py S, La . 
a, Cock. Wil you be ſure now to be a good Dear, 
not drink, nor ſtay out late? | | 
5 / ll engage for all, and if there be no harm in 
Perry Catch, or a waggiſh Story : 
Enter Ariana, and Miſtreſs Gatty. 
ha! Slie-girl and Mad cap, are you got up? I know 
t you have been meditating on; but never trouble 
Wr Hcads, let me alone to bring you Conſolation, 
. we have often been beholden to you, Sir.; for 
time he's Drunk, he briags us home a couple of 
= Scrvants. | | 
Oliv. Well, farewel my Dear, pr'ythee do not ſigh 
but make thee ready, viſit, and be merry, 
WE. cock. 1 ſhall receive moſt Satisfaction in my 


4 7% Come, come along, Brother: Farewel one 
all, Lady and Slie-girl, Slie-girl and Mad-cap, your 
ant, your Servant.—— 


[Ex. Sir Oliver, and Sir Joſlin ſanging. 


a Cock. [to Senrry afide.] Senryy, is the new Point l 


pht come home, and is every thing in a readineſs ? 
nt. Every thing, Madam, | 

a. Cock, Come, come up quickly then, Girl, and 

s me, = [Ex. Lady Cockwood aud 8 
ria. Doſt not thou wonder, Gatty, ſhe ſhou'd be {o 
gely fond of this Coxcomb? . 

at. Well, if ſhe does not diſſemble, may I till be 
dver'd when I do; didſt thou not ſee how her 


d, and how earneſtly ſhe whiſpered with her 
nan ? There is ſome weighty Affair in Hand, I 


E 


ir Oliv. Pr'ythee, my Dear, be not angry. Sir ae | 


tenance chang'd, as ſoon as ever their Backs were 


Warrant 
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-9 2 
wwo Ihe won'd of Shexod'd, 
Warrent thee: My dear Arn, how glad am 1 w 
In this Town again. 

Asia. But e have leſt the Benefit of the freſh Aiy 
And the Delight of wand ring in dhe pleaſant. Ora 

Gaz. Very pretty things for a young Gentle wom 
2 of | indeed, 'that's-newly dome to an 
Of the good things of this World. * 

Aria. Very good, Siſter! 

Gat. Why, haſt not thou promis d me athoukal | 
Times, to leave off this Demureneſs? 4 

Aria. But you are ſo quick, : 
Sat. Why, -wou'd it not 3 to h. 
Thee bewail the Loſs of the Country ? Speak but ax 
Grave Word more, and it ſhall be my datly Pray'rs 
May ſt have a jealous Hus band, then yo have tt 
Of it I-warrant ae 

Aria. It may your Tongue be PT Oy 
Nimble, I may —— But I hope you & 
Intend ve ſnall play ſuch mad Reaks as we did lat 
Summer? 

Gar. 'Slife, doſt thou think we come here to be 
Mew'd up, and take only the liberty of going from 
Chamber to the Dining- Room, — the a 
Dinning-Room to our Chamber again? And likeak 8 
A Cage, with two Perches only, to hop up and don 
Up and down? 

Aria. Well, thou art a mad Wench. 

Gaz. Would thou never have us go to a Play but % 
Our grave Relations, never take the Air but with aud e 
— to feed their Pride, and make the in 
World believe it is in their Power to afford ſome Gi 
Or other a good Bargain? 

Aria. But I am afraid we ſhall be known again. 
Sat. Piſh!-the Men were only acquainted: with ers: 
Vizards, and our Petticoats, and they are worn out "ex 
Since: How Lenvy that Sex! Well! We cannot Plague. 
Enough vyhen wwe have it in our Power, for choſe i 
s which Cuſtom has allow d dem above us. 

Aria. The Truth is, they can run and ramble here, e up 
And there, and every where, and we poor Fools 1 
Think the better of em. 


* 


La > 
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She wo if She cou d. 101 
at. From one Play- houſe, to the other Play-houſe, 
ir they like neither the Play nor the Women, 

y ſeldom ſtay any longer than the Combing of 
WE. Perriwige, or a Whiſper or two witha Friend; and 
they cock their Caps, and out they ſtrut again. 

Weis. Bur whatſoever we do, priythee now let us 
dlve to be mighty honeſt, 5 | 
W az. There I agree with thee. 

1. And if we find the Galants like lawleſs To 
Wc&s, who the more their Princes grant, the more 
i mpudently crave | | . 
. We'll become abſolute Tyrants, and deprive em 
ll the Privileges. we gave em. | 
ria. Upon theſe Conditions I am contented to Tra 
ke under thece——— March along Girl. TExennt. 
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TH SCENEL 
| Enter Courtal and Freeman. 


; As there ever a Couple of Fops better 
W Mat chꝭd than theſe two — ro are f 
ee. They are Harp und Violin, Nature has ſo 
id *em, as if "ſhe intended they ſhould always play the 

urt. Now is Sir Oliver ſecure, for he dares not go 

ne till he's quite Drunk, and then he grows Valiant, 
ts, and defies his ſwoet Lady for which, with 

ers and Tears, he's forc d to feign a bitter Repentance 
. ade-God 
ee. What do vr here idling in the M -Garden ? 

do not — — | 

art. Nov art thou as Mad upon this Trail, as if we 

re upon a hot Scent. 330251 | 

ree, Since we know the Buſh, why do we not ſtart 


Game ? 
8 Couri. 
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- Make us acquainted with theſe Gentlewomen. 


| © Court. Why, look you, thus 1 un benbivd ie ef 


ro: She wou'd if She cord 


Court. Gently, good Frank : Firſt know that the | : 
Laws of Ho our preſcrib'd-in ſuch nice Caſes, will ni 
Allow me to carry thee along with me; and next, 
Thou ſo little Wit to think, that a diſcret Lady that 
Had the Experience of ſo much Human Frailty, can h 
So good an Opinion of the Conſtancy of her Servant, 
To lead him into Temptation ? 

Free. Then we muſt not hope her Ladyfhip ſhou'd 


Court, Thou may'ſt as reaſonably expect, that an ul 
Rook ſhou'd bring a young Snap acquainted with his 
Bubble ; but Advantages may be 1 made, by 
Admiſſion into the Family. 

Free. What is to be done then? 


Sir Oliver, e met ra by that he migit 


Incline me a little more to in my Ear 
Diſeover d to me the Humour of his dear Friend, 
Sir Foſtin 3 He aſſur d me, that when he was in that 
Good-natur'd Condition, to requite their Courteſie, bt 
Always carried the Good. Company home with him, 
Recommended them to his Kinſwomen. | 

Free. Very good! 

Court. Now after the freſh Air has breath'd on ut | 
A while, and expell'd +4 or * of the Wine we are 
Drunk, thou two Sots, whom wi 
Left.at the — —— to our Promiſe, 
Tell em, I am a little ſtaid by ſome unlucky Bus neß 
And will be with em — 1 thou wilt find em . L 


of EET AT T5 od Ry OS - A a 1 f 


With long Fight, weak and unable to obſerve their | ll qu 
Order; charge em briskly, and in a Moment thou 
Rout 'em, and with little or no Damage to ay ſelf, | 
An abſolute Victory, _. 
Free. Very well! pe. 8 
Court In the mean time, I will make my Viſit have 


To the longing Lady, and order my Buſineſs fo rr. 


Handſomely, that I will be with thee again immetin try F 
5 — an Experiment of the good Humour of . 
ir 70 e. 1% 
FAT Let's about it. | —_—_ a 


I T7 * . - 

= She won'd if She cou d. 103 
„e 'Tis yet too early, we muſt drill away a little 

e here, that my Excuſes may be more probable, and 

perſecution more tolerable. 1 5 
brer Ariana and Gatty with Vizards, and paſs nimbly 

- over the Stage. 8 

ze. Ha, hi——How wantonly they trip it! There is 
ptation enough in their very Gate, to ſtir up the D 
age of an old Alderman: Pr'ythee let us follow em. 
u.. J have been fo often balk'd with theſe | 
d- Masks, that I have at leaſt a Dozen times 
orn em; they are a moſt certain ſign of an ill 
or what is worſe, an old Acquaintance. _ | 
ee. The Truth is, nothing bur ſome ſuch weighty 
on, is able to make Women deny themſelves the: | 
they have to be ſeen, - LEE 
„.. The Evening's freſh and pleaſant, and yet there 
little Company. | | 
ge. Our Courſe will be the better, theſe Deer 


t ot Herd : Come, come Man, let's follow. . 0 
5 t I find it is a meer Folly to ſwear any thing, it 0 
, but make the Devil the more earneſt in his þ 


; 5 =, 8 4 
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ation. | [ [ They go after the Women, 


: Enter Women again, and croſs the Stage. 

. Now if theſe ſhould prove two Men of War 

are Cruifing here, to watch for Prizes. 

. Wou'd they had Courage enough to ſet upon us. 

to be engag eq. F e 

la. Look. look yonder, I proteſt they chaſe us. 

n 8p. Let us bear away then: if they be truly Valiant 
= quickly make more Sail, and Board us. | 

[The Women go out. and go about behind 

the Scenes to the other Door, 

Enter Courtal and Freeman, e 

6. 'Sdeath, how fleet they are! whatſoever Faults 

have, they cannot be broken-winded. | 

re. Sure, by that little mincing Step they ſhou'd be 

try Fillies that have been breathd a Courſe at Park, 

darly-Break : We ſhall never reach em. | 

e. U follow directly, do thou turn down the 

Walk and meet em. 
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ro. Ihe wos if be con d. 
Ener the Women, and after em Courtal at the low 10. :, 
d Freeman at the upper on the contrary fide, Wi 
Court. By your leave, Ladies. 
Gar. I perceive you can make bald enaugh with 
Free. Your Servant Ladies.“ 
Ari. Or any other Ladies that will give themſche 
The trouble to entertain au. ur 
Dee. *S.ife, their Tongues are as nimble as their h ou 
Court. Can you have ſo little Good - nature to daſi 
Couple of baſhtul young Men out of Countenance, 
Came out of pure Love to tender you their Service 
Gat. *T were pity to baulk em, Sifter . . 
Aria. Indeed, methinks, they look as if they ncve van 
Been lip'd before, | 
Free. Ta Faith, we have had many a fair Courſe 
This Paddeck, have been very well fleffud, and dare th. 
Boldly faſten. [They Kiſe their Hands with a littl 
Aria. Well, I am not the firſt unfortunate Won 
r hy where ſhe wilt ar 
Intends to beſtow her Heart. | L | 
Gat. Now, do you think d in already? 
Court. Faith, wou'd there were ſome luſty Earueſ 
break off again. ur. 
Pree, Are you ſo wild. that you muſt be hooded WE the 
Court. Fie, the, put off theſe Scandals to: all good Wl df 
Faces. 7 ett. 
Gat. For Reputation's ſake we thall . 
"Slife wwe — rs ning for your 2 d H 


. 
* 
bw | 


N 1 


Shew our Faces vvith you thus publickly, kam 
Avia. And what a Shame that wou'd be to a cou ſho 

Young Gallants! Methinks you ſhou d bluſh to thioki 
Court,” Thefe were pretty Toys, invented, firſt, m ag 


For the good of us poor Lovers to deceive the Jeal N 
And to blind the Maliciaus; but the proper uſe is ſo off 
Wickedly perverted, that it makes all honeft Men he 
The Faſhion mortally. Wer 
Free. A good Face — re be 
Vizard-Mask, as a good Hat with an vil'd :Caſc ; . 
On my you are both Hand ſome. * 
Court. Do but remove em a little, to ſatisfie a he 


= She wor'd if She cou d. 
WW: This is 2 juſt Puniſhment you have brou 
your ſelves, by chat unpardonable Sin of Talking, 
. You can only brag now of your. Acquaintanes 
a Farendon-grown, and a piece of Black Velvet, 
„.. The Truth is, there are ſome- vain Fellows, 
ſe loofe Behaviour of late has given great 
oragement to the Honourable Proceedings of all 
ous Ladies. | a 
. But I hope you have more Charity, than to 
e us of the number of the Wicked. 
ia. There's not a Man of you to be truſted. 
. What a ſhame it is to your whole Sex, that a 
gan is more fit to be a Privy - Counſeller, than a 
g Gallant a Lover? | | 
„. This is a pretty kind of fooling, Ladies, for 
that are idle; but you muſt bid a little fairer, if 
intend to keep us from our ſerjous Bus nefſs. 
. Truly you ſeem to be Men of great Imployment, 
re cvery Moment rattling from the Eating-houſes 
* eee the Pla eee the s 
Wpcrry-Garden, that live in a per Hurry, 
ide Lerfure for ſuctr an id} — fo ; 
*. Now would not I ſee thy Face for the World 
WF ſhou'd be bur half fo good as thy Humour, thou 
W if dangerouſly tempt me to dote upon thee, and 
getting all Shame; become Conſtant. | 
ee, I perceive,” by your fooling here, that Wit and 
Humour may make a Man in Love with a2 
kamoor. 'That the Deyit ſhou'd' contrive it fo, that 
ſhou'd have earneſt Bus neſs now. | 8 
Wou d they wou d but be ſo Rind to meet us 
again to- morrow. HTM 
ar. Tou are full of Bug neft, and twould but take 
off of your Employments. vs 
Iris, And ve are very 8 have the Sin to 
wer for, of raining a couple of ſuch hopeful young 


17222 you ec going to will not be 


Y 


Court. 


i 


ros She won d off She cou d. 


Court. to Free, On my Conſcience they love us, : 


Begin to grow Jealous already. | 
res. Who knowys but this may prove the luckiet 
Adventure ot the two ? og Ot, | 3 
Court. Come, come, we know you have a mind u 
Meet us: We cannot ſee you bluſh, ſpeak it out bail 
Gat.” Will you ſwear then, not to viſit any other 
Women before that time? 5 
Aria. Not that we are jealous, but becauſe we ]] 
Not have you tir d with the Impertinent Converſatu 
Of our Sex, and come to us dull and out of humoy, 
Court. Invent an Oath, and let it be ſo horrid t 
Make an Atheiſt ſtart to hear it. 
Free. And I will ſwear it readily, that I will not (i 
Much as ſpeak to a Woman, till I ſpeak to you ag 
Gat. But are you troubl'd with that fooliſh ſcrupkh 
Keeping an ? 
Free. O moſt religiouſly ! „ 
Court. And may we not enlarge our Hopes upon 
Little better Acquaintance? | 
Aria. You ſee all the Freedom we allow. 


Gat. It may be we may be intreated to hear a f * . 


Or mingle in a Country Dance, or fo. 
Court. Well! we are in too deſperate a condition iſ 
Stand upon Articles, and are reſolved to yield on an 
Terms. | ; 

Free. Be ſure you be punctual now ! 

Aria. Will you be ſure? | | 
Court. Or elſe may we become a couple of credi 
Coxcombs, and be Jilted ever after. ; 
——Your Servants, Ladies. [Ex. l 

Aria. I wonder what they think of us! 

Gar. You may. eaſily imagine; for they are not oft 
Humour ſo little in Fafhion, to believe the beſt : 1 al 
You the moſt favourable Opinion they can have, is thi 
We are ftill a little wild, and ſtand in need of better 

Aria. Pr'ythee, dear Girl, what doſt think of em! 

Gat. Faith ſo well, that I'm aſham'd to tell thee. 
Aria. Wou'd I had neyer ſeen mm 


100 


. na 15 ir come to that already? 
ia. Pr'ythee, let's walk a Turn or two more, and 
of em. 2 | 


. deir Commendations, leſt we ſhou'd diſcover we 
och upon one anothers Inclinations, and ſo grow _ 
_— 3  LExemnt. 


CEN E II. Sir 0s Lodgings. 


Enter Lady Cockwood and Sentry. 
. Dear Madam, do not afflict your ſelf thus 
eonably; I dare lay my Life, it is not want . 
evotion, but Opportunity that ſtays him, 
| Cock. Ingrateful Man To be ſo inſenſible of 2 
paſſion! En T6 : 
Br. If I thought he were ſo wicked, I ſhou'd hate 
Wfrangely— But, Madam Coe, 
cock. Do not ſpeak one Word in his Behalf, I 
ed to forget him; perfidious Mortal, to abuſe 
ect an Opportunity! - | e 
J ? r. Hark, here is ſome Body coming up Stairs. 
Cock. Peace, he may yet redeem his Honour. 
8 Enter Courtal. 
*. Your humble Servant, Madam. 
Cock. ſtarting. Mr. Courtal, for Heav'n ſake how 
you Rit herr 8 
rt. Guided by my good Fortune, Madam 
Servant, Miſtreſs Sentry. 5 45 
+. Vour humble Servant, Sir; I proteſt you made 
art too, to ſee you come in thus unexpectedly. 
Cock, I did not imagine it could be known 1. was 
yr. Sir Oliver did me the Favour to make me a 
and Dine with me to-day, which brought me to 
nowledge of this Happineſs, Madam; and as ſoon 
duld poſſibly, I got the freedom to come hither 
njoy it. l 2 f e | | 
Cock. You' have ever been extreamvbliging; Sir. 
nua worthy Gentleman, bow-pundudl be is 
biccions „ ee 
La 
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at. Let us take care then we are not too particular © _ 
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vos - She wan'd if She con d. 
La. Cock. Will you be pleas d to Repoſe, Sir? g 
Set ſome Chairs. 8 ' . LExith 
Court. With much difficulty, Madam, I broke 
: ny, and * > fore” 1 Imp: tunity 
One Sir oftin. Folley E. to e 
My Honour | would * — again im — 
Lu. Cocł. You muſt not {ſo ſoon rob me ot ſo 
Satisfaction 

Court. — Madam, could take mi 
From you, but that I know my Stay at this time n 
Needs endanger your Honour ; and how often I 
Deny d my ſelf the greateſt Satisfaction in the Wa 
To — that e. you yaur ſelf can witnd 

La. Cock. Indeed 1 have often had great Tryals d 
in chaſe many Misfortunes that have a 
Our innocent AﬀeCtions. 

Court. Sir Oliver, Madam, before I did 
Was got near that pitch, of Drunkennefs, w ch 1 
Him come reeling home, and unmanfull rofalt 
Your Ladyſhip ; ad bav-abjacs he is to in 
You with an unjuſt Suſpicion, you have often tall 
Which makes me careful not to be ſurpriz d here. 

La. Cab. Repoſe your ſelf 2 little, but a little, 
- Sir : Theſe virtuous Principles make you worthy tl 
Truſted with a Lady's Honour: Indeed Sir Oliv 
His Failings; yet I proteſt, Mr. Caurtal, L love h 
Dearly, but — be akogerher unſenſible of ju 
Generaus Paſſion. if 

Court. Ay, ay, I am a very paſſianate Lover 
22 —— only given me leiſare to io 
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= She won d if She cou d. 109 
ation, Sir. eee 

rt. To Morrow about Ten a Clock in the 
er-walk of the New Exchange, out of which we can 


kly pop into my Coach. 3 1 

. Cock. But I am ſtill ſo peſter d with my Woman, 

e not go without her; on my Conſcience ſhe's' very 

e, but it is not good to truſt our Reputations too 
to the Frailty of a Servant. 3 3 

wre. 1 will bring my Chariot, Madam, that will 

but two. - 1 3 

. Cock. O moſt ingeniouſly imagin'd, dear Sir! for 

hat means I ſhall have a juſt Excuſe to give her 

eto ſee a Relation, and bid her ſtay there till I 

= a 

rt, It grieves me much to leave you ſo ſoon, 

m3 but I ſhall comfort my ſelf with the Thoughts 
Happineſs you have me hope for. 

Cock, I-with it were in my Power eternally to 
Tour humble Servant, Madam. 

= Cock. Your humble Servant, ſweet Sir. [ Ex, Court. 

— why Sentry—— Where „ 


Cock. What a ſtrange thing is this! Will you n 
warning, but ſtill — me alone in theſs ng 
tous Occaſions? EG 

. I was but in the next Room, Madam. 
Cock. What may Mr. Caurtal think of my innocent 
ons? I proteſt if you ſerve'me ſa again, I ſhall be 
ly angry:. You ſhou'd have more regard to your 


* — — CY 
— — . 
SS OW OC or 


Honour. ; | WI 

. If 1 flay in the Room, the will not ſpeak ki 

in a Week after; and if I go out, pA mann 

me thus: This is a. ſtrange Tofirmity ſhe has, but 

| bear with it; for on my Conſcience, Cuſtom has 

t Oo natural, ſhe cannot help it. e 
| F La. Cork, 


- 


"4 


tre She woa d if She cow'd. 
La. Cock. Are my Couſins come home yet ? 
Sent. Not vet, Madam. 
La. Cock Po ſt thou know whither they went tl 


Evening? | ODT: = : 
Sent. I heard them fay they would go take the (F" 
Madam. - | ; 
La. Cock. Well, I ſee it is impoſſible with virtui * 
Counſel to reclaim them; truly they are ſo carele F'* 
Their ownM could wiſh Sir Foſtin would remote J f 
For fear they ſhould bring an unjuſt Imputation oi 
Honour. =_ 
Sent. Heay'ns forbid, Madam ! | * 
Enter Ariana and Gatty. =... 

La. Cock. Your Servant, Couſins. 1 
Amb. Your Servant, Madam. ö T 
La. Cock. How have you ſpent the Cool of the BE... 
Evening? 5 
G. As the Cuftom is, Madam, breathing the e 
Air in the Park and Mulberry-Garden. = 
La. Cock. Without the Company of a Relation, oil Di 
Some diſcreet Body to juſtifie your Reputations to. | 
World . You are young, and may be yet in{cn 
It; but this is a ſtrange cenſorious Age, I aſſure 4 
1 Nase of Muſic D- 
Aria. Hark ! what Muſick's this 7 De 
Sat. I'll lay my Life my Uncle's Drunk, and Wl. th 
Pick'd us up a cones of worthy Servants, and ck 
Them home with him in Triumph. .. 
Enter the Muſick playing, Sir Oliver ſtrutting ani fi 1 
ing, Sir Joſlin Joan and dancing with 1 L uſt 
> Mr. Freeman in each Hand: Gatty and Aria 93 
Courtal and Freeman, ſtæiet and Exeunt. E 1 
Sir Fof. Hey-day ! I told you they were a couy Mut o 


Of skittiſn Fillies, but I never knew em boggle t as 

Man before: I'll fetch em again I warrant you, MW co 

| ; | . 2 fraß TI 
Free. to Caurt. Theſe are the very ſelf· ſame Go my 

- Court, Their Surpriſe confirms us it muſt be tit 


She won d if She con d. 111 
e. life, we have betray'd our ſelves very pleaſantly. 
t. Now am I undone to all Intents and Purpoſes, 
hey will innocently diſcover all to my Lady, and 
will have no Mercy. / 2 

Oliv. Dan, Dan, Da ra, Dan, &c. [Strutting. 
d my Preſence, the very ſight of that. Face makes 
nore impotent than an Eunuch. | 
Coct. Dear Sir Oliver! [Offering to Embrace him. 
olv. Forbear your conjugal Clippings, I will have 
ench, thou ſhalt fetch me a Wench, Sexrry ! 
xt. Can you be ſo inhuman to my dear Lady.? 

Oliv, Peace, Envy, or I will have thee executed 
etty Treaſon ; thy Skin flay'd off, ſtuff d, and hung 
my 55 in the Country, as a Terror tomy 
Family. | + 
rt. What Crime can deſerve this horrid Puniſhment? 
Oliv, FI tell thee, Ne: Twas my Fortune 

her Day to have an Intrigue with a Tinker's Wife 
Country, arid this malicious Slut betray'd the 

"> * where we us d to make our Aſſignations, 
„ She deſerves your Anger indeed, Sir Oliver: 
not ſo unkind to your virtuous Lady, | 
Ol. Thou doſt not know her, Frank ; I have 
Deſign to break her Heart ever ſince the firſt - . 
that I had her, and tis ſo tough, that I have not 


ck d one String ont. 5 

t. You are too unmerciful, Sir Oliver. 3 
Ole, Hang her, Ned, by wicked Policy ſno 

| uſurp my Empire, and in her Heart is à very 

pb ; for every Night ſhe's a putting me upon 

g Brick without Straw. : 

rt. I cannot ſee a virtuous Lady fo afflicted, 

ut offs her _—_ Conſolation : Dear Madam, 
dt as I to "| ide to her. 
Cock. The Far uy not have been 2 * 
fe dus, an not be wanting to the furthering 
mutual Happineſs, - [To Courtal, . 


e Euter 


8 1 
. 
OOO OO OS VI , > YE 7]7—3˙EKP]⁰ ͤ-m ERA res 
* — ＋ — bl > - 
— od — — — * 


- o * > — 
8 


— — 1 


— = 


« 
6 —» Av. Danat_ Ne e, 
— — 
- — — 


 I12 She wou'd if She cou d. 


Enter Sir Joſling, with Ariana and Gatty in each ; 


dancing and ſinging. 
CATCH 


THIS is fly and pretiy, 
| And A wild and witty; 
F either ſtay _ 
*Till ſhe dy d a Maid, 
I. faith twould be great pity. 


Sir Fo. Here they are, Boys, 1 faith, and now it 


Foſlius a Man of his Word. Heuk! Sly-girl and 
Mad-cap, to em, to em, to em, Boys, alou! 


[ Flings em to Courtal and Freeman, who kiſs their 180, 


What's yonder, your Lady in Tears, Brother Cocks 
Come, come, I'll make up all Breaches. 

ie ſeng:— Aud we'll all be merry and 
Fie, fie, though Man and Wife are ſeldom in good 


Humour alone, there are few want the Diſcretion i 


Diſſemble it in Com 
[Sir Joſlin, Sir Oli 
Free. I knew we ſhould ſurprize you, Ladies. 
Court. Faith I thought this Conyuring to be but 


Meer Jeſt till now, and could not believe the And 


Raſcal had been ſo skillful. 


Free, How exactly he deſcrib'd em, and how pt c 


He was in his Directions to apprehend 'em ! 
Gat. Then you have been with a Conjurer, Gent 
Court. You cannot blame us, Ladies; the los d 

Hearts was ſo conſiderable, that it may well excuſe 

Indire& means we took to find out the pretty This 

That folk 7m, PP nt. 3 
Aris. Did not I tell you what Men of Buſineſs 
Gat. I vow I innocently believ'd they had ſome 

Pre-engagement to a Scrivener or a Su , and 

Wiſh'd em ſo well, that I am forry to find em ſo 
Free. Why, we have kept our Oaths, Ladies. 

_ » .Fria, You are much beholden to Providence. 


ny. e _ 
ver, and Lady, fand talking il 


%. 


She uon if She cou d. 113 
at. But we are more, Sifter; for had we once been 
ded into. an Opinion they had been fairhful, who 


ws into what Inconveniences that Error might have 


n us? Y 
„. Why ſhould you be ſo unreaſonable, Ladies, 
A pect that from us, we ſhould ſcarce have hop'd for 


you? Fie, fie, the keeping of ones Word is a thing 


w the Honour of a Gentleman. 

ze. A poor Shift! Fit only to uphold the Reputation 
paultry Citizen. 5 
Foſ. Come, come, all will be well again, I warrant 


ug. . 
We. Cock. Theſe are inſupportable Injuries, but I will 


em with an invincible Patience, and to-morrow 
e bim dearly ſenſible how unworthy he has been. 
7. To-morrow my Brother Cockwood will be 
ber Man.——So, Boys, and how do you like the 
and Blood of the Follies ? Heuk, Sly-Girl—— 
Mad-cap, Hey—— come, come, you have heard 
WT exerciſe their Tongues a while; now you ſhall ſee 
= ply their Feet a little: This is a clean Limb'd 
h, and bas neither Spavin, Splinter, nor Wind-gall; 
ber a Jig, and play t roundly, you ſhall ſee her 
ee it away like a nimble Friget before a freſh 
| Hey, methinks I ſee her under Sail already. 


| [Gatty dances a Fig. 


Fof. Hey my little Mad-cap-——— Here's a Girl of 
true Breed of the Follies i faith But hark you, 
you, a Conſultation, Gentlemen Bear up 

ner Cock wood a little: What think you, if we pack 
lc idle Huſwives to Bed now, and retire into a 
n by our ſelves, and have a merry Catch, and 
dttle or two of the beſt, and perfect the good 
k we have ſo unanimouſly carry d on to-day. 
Oliv. A moſt admirable Intrigue—— Tan, dan, 
ra, dan, come, come, march to your ſeveral Quarters: 
we have ſent for a Civil Perſon or two, and are 
dlv'd to fornicate in private. | e 
a. Cock. This is a barbarous Return of my Kindneſs, 
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114 She wou'd if ſhe cou'd 
Free. and -Corrt, Your humble Servant, Madan, 

| [ Ex. Lady Cockwood and Sul 
Court. Hark you Wars you ! Ladies, do not halo 
Too ill an Opinion of us, for Faith, when you have Wl 

Had a little more Experience of the World, you'll H 
We are no ſuch abominable Raſcals. 7. 
Gaz. We ſhall be ſo charitable to think no worſe of 
You, than we do of all Mankind for your fakes, o x. 
That you are Perjur'd, Perfidious, Inconſtant, lng 
Free. Nay. nay, that's enough in all Conſcience, =. 
Ladies ; and now you are ſenſible what a fhameful Wl 
It is to break one's Word, I hope you'll be more ¶nce 


To keep yours to-morrow. our 
Sat. Invent an Oath, and let n ind 
Gonrt. Nay, nay, it is too late for Raillery, i faith, WW «z. 
Gat. and Aria. Well, your Servant, then. eve 
Free. and Courr. Your Servant, Ladies. | Wt, 1 


Sir Oliv. Now the Enemy' s march'd out, —. | 


Sir Jof. Then the Caltle's our own, a (OE PF 
And here and there 1 had ber, = WW 
Her Toy was ſuch, that ewe y —— 11 
Nom d make a Lover madder. . 


Free. and Court. Hey brave Sir 3 
8 Oliv. Ah my dear little let me fo 
hee” 3 up you obſtreperous Raſcals, and. 


Kü gte r * 


ACT H. SCENE UM: 
I᷑Vbe New-Exchange. 1 
Mi * Trincket e a 125 008 bel 9 


HAT d <a what d' ye lack, 
Gentlexion 2 Gloves, Ribbons, a 


- Efſences ; 5 Ribbons, Gloves, and Eſlences ? 4 — 
Vater Mr. Courtal. | = 


(Mr. Gurl 7 I thought you had Bend to the | 


Ihe wou'd if She cou'd. 11 5 
pee, and were reſolv'd we ſhou d never ſee you here 
ia. 
ort. Your Unkindneſs indeed, Mes. Triacket, had | 
enough to make a Man baniſh himſelf for ever. / 1 
3 Enter Mrs. Gazet. 1 
Va Look you, yonder comes fine Mrs. Ga, i 
ber you intend your Viſir, I am ſure. | 
. Mr. Courtal ! Your Servant. 
art. Your Servant, Miſtreſs Gaze?, _ | 
az, This Happineſs was only meant to Miſtreſs Triacker, = 
it not been my good Fortune to pals by, by 1 
Wnce, 1 ſhou'd have loſt my ſhare on't 

Wort. This is too cruel, Miſtreſs Gaxet, when all the 
indneſs is on your ſide, to rally your Servant thus. 
az. 1 vow this tedious abſent of yeurs, made me 
e you intended to try an Experiment on my poor 
ſt, to diſcoyer that hidden Secret, how long a 
Ip Lover may languiſh without the fight of the 


. You are always very pleaſint on this Subject, 
| 25 Gare. "29208 
. And Have net you ro to be fo? 
urt. Not that I know of 
az. Yes, you hear the 
ourt. Wh oc good News ? - 
dax. How — bevomes you 1-B But 
7 1 think better ont, it eannot concern you | 

more a Gentleman, than to have an Amour 5 
ger than an Term with a 
I yet there are ſome, 1 fee, as well in the County, 4 
he City, that have a pretey way of — 
ſer, and can ſpin an lntrigue out a re 
| d others — willing to — | 

pretty Art have 1 Miſtreſs Gazer 
az, When feadelinen ether d es in an ill Condition, 
are afraid of Breaking, can they do better than to 
e in a good ſubſtantia Partner, to help carry on their 
U ing! 2 ; 
Dowyt. Sure you have been at Riddle me riddle 
ly, you are fo'woridrous witty, - 20 
F 4 Gax. 
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116 She won d if Sbe cou d. 
Gaz. And yet I believe my Lady Cockwood is ſo 
Haughty, ſhe had rather give over the Vanity of a1 
2 than take in a couple of young handſome Ml 
Rinſwomen to help to maintain it. 3 
Court. I knew it wou'd out at laft ; indeed it is th i 
Principle of moſt good Women that love Gaming, wal 
They begin to grow alittle out of play themſelves, to 
Make an Intereſt in ſome-young Gameſter or other, ui 
Hopes to rook a Favour now and then; But you are Wi 
Quite out in your Policy, my Lady Cockwood is noi 
Theſe, I affure you. Hark you, Miſtreſs Gazrr, 
You mult needs beſtir your ſelf a little for me this 
Morning, or elſe Heav'n have Mercy. on 2 poor Sina 
Gaz. I hope this wicked Woman has no Deſign 
Upon your Body already ; Alas! I pity your tender 
Conſcience. 1 —_ 
Court. I have always made thee my Confident, 
Now I come to thee as a faithful Counſellor, Ml 
Gaz. State your Caſe. : | 
Court. Why, this Ravenous Kite is upon Wing i 
* Already, is fetching a little compaſs, and will be . 
Here within this half Hour to ſwoop me away. 
- Gaz. And you wor'd have me your Scar-Crow! 
Caurt. Something of that there is in't; ſhe is till 
Cuſtomer. JED 4 
Gaz. I have furniſh'd her, and the young Ladies i 
A few faſhionable Toys ſince they came to Town, ul 
Keep em in Countenance at a Play, or in the Park. 
Tear. I wou'd have theego immediately totheyn 
Ladies, and by ſome Device or other intice em hiths 
Gaz, I came juſt now from taking meaſure of en 
A couple of Handkerchiefs. 
— Court. How unlucky's this! _ | 
Gaz. They are calling for their Hoods and Scarls, 


„ 


And are coming hither to lay out a little Money in Cour 

Ribbons and Eſſences. I have recommended them t ne, f 
Miſtreſs Trinket s Shop here. | | 
Court. This falls out more luckily than what I HH vi 

' Contriv'd my ſelf, or cou'd have done; for here will E 


Be buſie juſt before the Door, where we had made df 


"She wou'd if She cou'd. 117 
WW. ointment : But if this long-wing'd Devil ſhou'd 
ace to truſs me before . . 
az. I will only ſtep up and give ſome Directions to 
Maid, about a little Buy'neſs that is in haſte, and 
me down again and watch her; if you are ſnap d, 
be with you preſently, and reſcue you I warrant you, 
t. lcaſt ſtay you till more Company come: She dares 
t force you away-in my fight; ſhe knows I am great 
tn Sir Oliver, and as malicious a Devil as the beſt 
em Your Servant, Sir. [ Ex. Gazet. 
LE. Enter Freeman. £2 ; 
WCourt. Freeman! Tis well you are come. 
Fre. Well! what 8 what hopes of 
e ppointing the old, and of ſeeing the young Ladies? I 
ready to receive your Orders. | 
Court. Faith, Things are not ſo well contriv'd as I cou d 
Wc wiſh'd em, and yet I hope by the help of Miſtreſs 
rec to keep my Word, Frank. LE. : 
rie. Nay, now I know what Tool thou haſt made 
ice of, I make no queſtion but the Bus neſs will go 
forward; but 1 am afraid this laſt unlucky Bus neſs 
bo diſtaſted theſe young Trouts, they will not be ſo 
iy TickVd as they might have been. 
ourt. Never fear it, whatſoever Women fay, I am 
e they ſeldom think the worſe of a Man, for running 
all, 'tis a ſign of Youth and high Mettal, and makes 
dem rather pique, who ſhall tame him: That which 
publes me moſt, is, we loſt the hopes of Variety, 
id a fingle Intrigue in Love, is as dull as a ſingle Plot 
a Play, and will tire a Lover worſe, than t other does 
Free. We cannot be long without ſome Underplots in 
is Town, let this be our main deſign, and if we are 
by thing fortunate in our Contrivance, we ſhall make 
pleaſant Comex. >» 
Court. Leave all things to me; and hope the beſt: Be 
dne, for I their coming immediately; walk a 
rn-or two „or fool awhile with pretty Miſtreſs 
wil, and ſcent your Eye-brows and Perriwig with a | 
Eſſence of — Jeſſimine; and when you ol 
| LES See | 


+»; 
We .. 
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118 Sheqwor'd if Sbe cou d. 
See us all together at Miſtreſs Gazet's.Sho put ik 
Were by chance: I proteſt yonder comes I 
Haggard; to your Poſt quickly ! 'Sdeath,. ware g 
And theſe young Ladies now: ; Ex. Fu 

Enter Lady Cock wood and Sentry. 
O Madam; I have waited here at leaſt an Hour, = 
Seems very tedious, when it delays ſo great a Happi 
You bring with you. 5 

La. Cock. I vow, Sit, I did but ſtay to give Sir df ; 
His due Correction for thoſe ſay Injuries he di 
Laſt Night Is your Coach ready? M. 

Court. Yes, Made But how will you diſpoſe di 
Your Maid ? . 

La. Cock. My Maid ! For Heav'ns.ſake, what do y : 
Mean, Sir? Do I ever uſe to go abroad Tarn ber i 
Court. Tis upon no Deſign, Madam, I ſpeak it, I 
Aſſure you ; — 2 Coach-Glaſs broke laſt Night, 
And I was forc'd x bring my Chariot, which ca 
But Wo. 

La. Cock. O Heav'n !] you muſt excuſe me, den 
For I ſhall deny my ſelf the ſweeteſt Recreations int 
World, rather than yield to bang thing that roy brig 
Blemiſh upon my ſpotleſs Honour. 

Enter Gazet.- 

r eee Madam. Your 1 
Mr. Courtal. 

Lagy and Court. Your Servant, Miſtreſs Gazer. 

| Gaz. I am extream glad to. fee your Lady ſhip he 
I intended to ſend my Maid to your Lodgings ch 
Afternoon, Madam, to tell you I have a Parcel of ' 
Lace come in, the prettieſt Patterns that ever were 
For I am very deſirous ſo good a Cuſtomer a6 your 
Lady ſhip ſhou'd ſee em ſirſt, and have your Choice. 

La Cock. I am much beholden to you, Miſtreſs c 
T was newly come into the Exchange, and intended *. 
Cull at your Shop before I went home. 
Enter Ariana and Gatty, Cnet goos ro them. 
|  "Conrt. Sdeath, here are your Couſins too Nen! 
| Is no hope left for a poor unfortunate Lover to cn 


„ . ⅛ 5: . 
- . 
* — 8 
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4 : and Gatzy. Your Servant, Madam. 

1 — 1am newly come into the Exchange, and 
chance met with Maſter Contra! here, who will needs 
ve himſelf the trouble to play the Galant, and wait 


| 
: 
* 
on me. 
SE 
"1 
4 


Gat. Does your :La come to buy ? 

La. Cock. . 
———— Laces, ſhall we go loo 
pn (em? 


| 1 bia. We will only fancy a Suit of Knots er two at 


Wis Shop, and buy a little Eſſence, and wait upon © | 

or Ladyſhip immediately. 

ar. Miſtreſs Gazet, you are-$kill'd inthe Faſhion; pray 
our Choice have your N : | 

4. Moſt gladly, Madam. * 

[4 go to the Shop 20 ut Pare, but Courtal 
- and Lady Cockw 
rt. 'Sdeath, Madam, if you had made no Ceremony, 
; kept into the Coach preſen ently, we had eſcap'd this 
ch: 
| 4. Cock, My 8 of my Honour, has 
dall my of Happineſs. 

wrt. To be thus unluckily ſurpriz d inthe height | 
l our ExpeCtation, leaves me no Patience. 

. Cook. Moderate your Paſſion a little, Sir, I may _ 


| | 1 — 


wrt. Oh tis impoſſible, Madam, never think ot 
| you have been ſeen with me 3-to leave * em upon 
pretence will be fo ſuſpicious, that my Comrern for 
r Honour will make me 5 feveriſh and difordered, 
r | 1c) f owes 


. ‚ — 
wrt. Beſides the Concern I have for you, Madam: 
know abe Obligations I have to Sir 0, and 
t Profeſſions of Friendſhip there are on both ſides; 
do be thought Perfidious and Iagriteful, what an 
tion wou d:that be to a generous Spirit! 
. congi e r | 
» NOW e t, | 
tely neceſſary neither. "IB 


ao She wow'd if She con d. 
©. La. Cork. Theſe Words revive my dying" Joys tn 
, go'on. | „„ * 
Curt. I will by and by, when-I ſee it moſt conveay 
Beg the Favour of your Ladyſhip and your young 
Kinſwomen to accept of a Treat, 2 Fiddle: you | 
Make ſome little difficulty at firſt, but upon earneſt 
Perſuaſion comply, and uſe your Intereſt to make the Wi 
Young Ladies do ſo too: Your _—_ will ſccure ious 
Reputations, and their Company take off from you I . 
„ 
La. Cock. The Natural Inclination they have to be | 
Jigging will make them very ready to comply: But n, t 
What Advantage can this be to our Happineſs, dex bas 
Court. Why, firſt, Madam, if the young Ladies, =. 
Miſtreſs Gazet have any doubts upon their ſurprizinggl$ upc 
Together, our joining Company will clear em all; ria 
We ſhall have ſome Satisfaction in being an Afternouilh in 
Together, though we enjoy not that full Freedom wil 
P tely deſire. 1 1 
La. Cock Very n = 
Court. Bur then laſtly, Madam, we gain an cio 
Opportunity to contrive another Appointment to- m pe 
Which may reſtore us unto all thoſe Joys we har tler 
So unfortunately diſappointed of to-day. 4 Lour 
La. Cock. This is a very prevailing Argument ini ot 
But fince Sir Oliver believes I have conceiv d fo d „5 
A Sorrow, tis fit we ſhou'd keep this from his Kno- vas 
e They de the good Principles nt ſts 
L. Cock. I ve t inciples not to WC tz 
e e een ene A 1. 
Court. Then tis but going to a Houſe that is not . 
Haunted by the Company, and we are ſecure; and . 
I think ont, the Bear in Drum Lane is the fitteſt Pi 
For our Purpoſe. © 1292. . 
La. Cock. | know your Honour, dear Sir, and ſhi e b 
To your Diſcretion. Have you gratify d your F Con 
Coulins? ¶ To them Ariana, Gatty, and Gazet, from ini the 
Aria. We are ready to wait upon you, Madam. e 
Gaz. I never {aw Colours better mingled. © . 
Gaz, How lively t ſet off one another, and BF oub! 
They add to the Complexi | | ö 
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\ Cock. Mr. Courtal, your molt humble Servant. 
Pray, Madam, — me have the Honour to wait 


r vn aod theſe young, Ladies, al I fee you in your 


ch. 
' Cock. Your Friendſhip to Sir Oliver wou d engage 


in an unneceſſary Trouble. " 

ia. Let not an idle ee take you from you 
ious Bus neſs, | 

at. I ſhou'd Rabe be — to have ſeen y ou, 

walking in Veſtminſter Hall, watching to make a 

ch at Tennis, or Wai to Dine with a Parliament 

n, than to meet you in ſu och an idle Place as the 

hange is. 

ws Mabinbe Ladies, you are well acquainted with 

upon the firſt Viſit. _ 

ria. We received your Character before, you know, 

in the Mulberry-Garden upon Oath. . 

. Aſide. Sdeath, what ſhall I do? Now out comes 

; my Roguery. | 

Wa. Yet 1 am apt to believe, Siſter, that was ſome 
cious Fellow that wilfully perjur'd himſelf, on 

4 : to make us have an ill Opinion of this r 

tleman. 

. Some raſh Man would be enough to ire 
1 out, and cut his Throat, Ladies but 1 ome 
1 pive him whoſoever he was; for on my Conſcience 
vas not ſo aan me, as out of Love to 


u he did it. 1 7 
magine Mr. cartel wn his Nine. 


a FT c 


G4: He 8 

rt. Very likely, 7 Gaxet. F 
La, Cock. Whoſdever he was, he Was an 

low, I warrant him; Mr. Courtal is knowyn to be a Boo 
fon of Worth and Honour. 1 
Aria. We took him for an idle Fellow, 8 * 
ve but very little Credit to what; he ſaid. ko 


d the Diſadvantage: of r ee 
f young Devils are theſe? | 


— re PLE vring 66. give Jour Gif this 


Court. Twas very obliging,.. Ladino: be 1 nod bing 


= wn Se h She ros c. 
; Sun. 1 ought'ts de my Duty, Madam: . 
—— 2 — 1.4 
- Avis. Howe Muſt and hung down his Head 
Gat. A little more had put him as much out o. in 
Countenance, as 2 Country-Clown-is when he ven 
To complement his Attorney's Daughter. (A = 


SCENE I. Sir Oliver's Dining-Ro 9 


Enter Sir Jaſlin and Servant ſeveralh. LE 
Sir Fof. How no old Boyt Ae, Brother M 


Serv. He — to be in private, Sir. i 
2 * Why? what's the matter, Man? 
Serv. This is a Day of Humiliation, Sir, with hin 
„5 
Sir 70 ve Bus neſs o to im 
Him, and muſt and will ſpeak with bim 80 hs 
Brother Cockwood ? i 
Sir Oliv. without. Who's that, my Brother Folly! e 
Sir Foſ. The ſame, the'ſame, come a way, Boy. r, 
Sir Ov. without. For ſome lerer Reads 1 cad 1 
Be in private, Brother. : 
Sir Jef. I-have ſuch » Deſign on Foot as would wa 
Diogenes out of his Tub to follow it; ren 
Come away, come away. ' . 
1 * 
Sir Ol. There is ſuch a A . 4 


bo never ſtir. 
in-thy Gown and Slippers yet! Why 
engag d Maſter 


Sir Fol. What, in 
Brother, I have beſpoke Dinner, and 
Rike-hell, the lietle ſmart Gentle man I have often 
Promis d thee to make thee acquainted: withal, to briif 
A whole Bevy of Damiſels in Sky, and Pink, and 
Flame-colour'd'Tdffeta's.'Come,-come;dreſs thee quid 
There's to be Madam Rampart, a Girl — d 
Will drink at ſuch u Rate, nee. for 4 | 
Were —— — 

Sit Oliv. Hove: this falls Thomas, 
What Cloaths have I to put on? _ 
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„. None but ee all the reſt 
; — 2 Oh unſpeakable Misfortune! that 1 thou'd 
| 2 — ESP 

of. Come, 2 never walk of Gonchs. put un 
g hg, ho aſt a Perſon and a Mien will bear it 


f Sir — Nay, I know my Behaviour will ſhow I am 
; re, 3 but yet the Ladies will look ſcurvily upon 
=, Brot — 
ir 7oſ. That's z Jeſt tk He chat bas Irn forma 
the ntry, may appear in any thing before em. 
| For he that won d hu a Wench kind. 

Ne er ſmugs up 1 like a Nhny 3 
» Batt Mind, 


Aud tickles her firſt with @ Guinea, | 


. : 
Wir Obv.I yo I vow thas haſt ſuch a ox I PW way wich 


I How love axe 6 will the Ladies look when they 
2 cer-Glaſs in their Hands! 
Wi Olin, I vow I have a huge Mind to venture ba if 
W's ſhou'd come to my Lady's Knowledge. - | 
. 1 have beſpoke Dinner at the Baar, 1 
yat'ſt Place in Town : There will be nos F 
if Thomas be but ſecret, dare warrant ce, 
ber Cock wood. 
dir Oliv. I have always found Thomas nab; but 
th 'tis too unkind, conſidering how tenderly my Lady 
ves me. 

Fie, fie, a Man, and kept.ſo, auch under ] 
be 7 Fi fi and a Fan! 
dir ir Olle Nay, I am in my Nature as Valiant-as any 
n, when once I ſet out; but i faith I cannot but think 
w my dear Lady wilk be un * Comes 
me and miſſes Me. IC 5 
Sir 70/. A Pax u Qualms. WY 


ir O , t eee. Ih 


dk fo untoward I 
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Sir Fof. Again art thou at it? In, in, and make if | 

Hale thor wy be, Rake hell and the Ladies will be f 

There before us elſe. : 

Sir Oliv. Well, thou art an errant Devil=— hey 4 
gr J Hey for the Lali. Brother 
e Ladies, Cockwood, Ml 

"_ [Exit ſanging For he that wou 


SCENE UI. Tie Ber. if” 
Without.) Ho Francis, Humphrey, ſhow a Room ü . oY 
Buer Courtal, Freeman, pry” Cockwood, Ariana, 3 


Court. Pray, Madam, 4 not ſo full of Appreben 
There is no fear that this ſhou'd come to Sir Oliver's {iſa C 
Knowledge. forty 


| La. Cock, I were ruin'd if it ſhou'd, Sir! Dear, k ure. 
Tremble ! I never was in one of theſe Houſes befor Wi 
Sent. This is a Bait for the young Ladies to (will 
She has been in moſt of the 9 about I 
To my Knowledge. | EE 
Cut. Oh Francis ! | | 
| Enter Waiter: 

Wait. You! Worſhip's welcome, Sir; but! mult 
eee for this i at. 


Check; Mr. Courtal, did not you fay this Pla dit. 


Private? dm; 
Court. I warrant you, Madam. What Company « Ct 
Dines here, Francis? © ee. 


Fait. A couple of b nights, Sir Foflin lam. 
And Sir Oliver Coct wood, very honeſt Gentlemen. Wi 
La. Cock. Combination to undo me! " 
Court. Peace, Madam, or you'll betray your ſelf t 
Waiter. 
La. Cock, 1 am diſtracted! Sentry, did not 1 Com 
Thee to ſecure all Sir Oliver's Cloaths, and leave noi Free 
For him to put on, but his Penitential Suit, that 1 Met 
Be fare be could not ſtir abroad to-day ? -—” 


1 


She wou'd if She cou d. 125 
% obey'd you in every thing, Madam; but I have 


told you this Sir. Foftin is a wicked Seducer. 
"y Uncle ſees us, Siſter, what will he think 


4.4 


$ | : 
at. We come but to wait upon her Ladyſhip. 
.. You need not fear, you Chickens are ſecure 
er the Wings of that old Hen. 


Sir Foſlin? | 
% Faith, Sir, I was enjoin'd Secrecy; but you have 
solute Power over me: Coming lately out of the 
ntry, where there is but little Variety, they have a 
gn to ſolace themſelves with a freſh Girl or two, as 
derſtand the Buſineſs. - _ [Exit Waner, 
. Cock. Oh Sentry! Sir Oliver diſloyal ! My 
ortunes come too thick upon m. 
15 Aſide. Now is ſhe alraid of being diſappointed 

all Hands, 
cock. I know not what to do, Mr. Courtal 1 


t Sir Oliver from proſecuting his wicked and 
daus Intentions. | 


Fear and Jealouſy. | | 

at. I lay my Life ſhe routs the Wenches. 
Enter Maiter. | 
ait. I muſt needs deſire you to ſtep into the next 
dm; Sir Foflin and Sir Oliver are below already. 
Cock. I have not Power to move a Foot. | 
Fee, We will conſider what is to be done within, 
lam. : 1 . 5 a 
wrt. Pray, Madam, come; I have a Deſign in my 
I which ſhall ſecure you, ſurprize Sir Oliver, and 
from all your Fears. : | KY 
Cock. It cannot be, Sir. | . 
rt, Never fear it. Francis, you may own _ + 
Freeman and I are in the Houſe, if they ask for us; 
not a Word of theſe Ladies, as you tender the 


Ting of your Ears, [xen 


ourt. Is there to be no Body, Francis, but Sir Oliver 


ld not be ſurpriz'd here my ſelf, and yet 1 Would 


js. Now ſhall we have admirable Sport, what with 


Enter 


BR 
= — — r= Wt en —— — 2 j 
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Thiak of my Lady. 


126 She won d if She cou d. 
Der Sir Joſlin. Sir Oliver, and Waite, 
Sir Fof. Come, Brother Cockwood, pr ythee be bi 
Sir Olw. I mall diſgrace my ſelf for ever, Brother, Wil 
Sir Fo. pon upon Care, e droop like a Cock i 
Moulting- time; thou art Spark en in all Conſcꝶi 
Sir Oliv. But my Heart begins to il me when I n to 


Sir Joſ. What, more Qualms yet? ty 

Sir Oſo, Well, I will be Couragious: But it is . 
Neceſſary theſe Strangers ſhould know this i is my i 
Penitentra! Suit, Brother. 

Sir Foſ. They ſhall not, * ſhall not. Hark you 
Old Boy, is tie Meat provided? Is the Wine and Ice 
CHI? And are the Melodious Raſcals at Hand 1 ſpa 

ER 
-Wait. Every thing will be in readineſs, Sir. 
Sir Fof. Tf Maſter Rake-he!l, with a Coach full ory 
Of Vigard-Magsks and Silk Petticoats, call at the Dow 
Uſher em up to the Place of Execution. 
Wait. You ſhall be obey d. Sir. | ey | 
: Enter Rake- hellt. 

Sir Fo Ho, here's my little Rake-hell come! Bro 
let me commend this ingenious Gendeny b 
Your Acquaintance; he is a Knight of the Indu 

Many admirable Qualities, I aſſure 


Sir Oliv. I am very glad, Sir, this Qpportnt 
Know you. | Wir 04; 
Tam: y, Vir, k you term me ycur 5 jon; 


is this Sir Oliver Cockwood, 


— n | good Enes, I aſſure you;. het Ir Ol: 

Caftical we nod and then, and drefles himſelf 

A. 009 Fahion: bur char v all one among Friends, f „ Sit 
Little Rake-bell. or 

Sir Oliv. Where are the Damſels you ulld of, BY 

Folly I hope Maſter Rake-hell has not forgot em. 

are arming for the Rencounter. 

_ Sir 55 at, trieking and trimming ? your 


Leen fo, and wii be here immedimely” ir OL 


She Try if She tou. 127 


Oliv, They need not make themſelves ſo full of 
pptationz my a Sock Folley and I can be wicked 

gh without it. 

r Foſ- The Truth is, my little Rabe. hell, we are 
mighty Men at Arms, nd thou ſhalt ſee us charge 
Wn to the Terror of the Ladies. 

e. Methinks that Dreſs, Sir Oliver, is a little too 
ical for a Man of your Capacity. 

ir Oliv, 1 have an odd Humour, Sir, now and then; 
I have wherewithal « Home to be as ſpruce as any 


ke. Your Perriwig is too ſcandalous, Sir Oliver, 
Black Cap and Border in er were bur by'a 
70 nee, little Rake-hell, do 
of. Fr yt my little R not put my 
2 Foet hip out x Conceit with himſelf; — 
Calot is a pretty Ornament, and makes a Man look 
Polire and Politick. 
abe. I will allow you, tis a grave Wear, and ſit for 
of Bug neſs, that are every Moment bending of their 
„and ſcratching of their Heads, every Projett 
WW claw our another Perriwig ; but a Lover had 
1 appear before bis Miftreſs with a bald Pate; will 
e the Ladies apprehend a Savor, ſtop their Noſes, 
void you: *Slife, Love in a Cap i more ridiculous 
Love in a Tub, or Love in a Pipkin, . © 
ov. I muſt confeſs your whole Head is now in 
oa; but there was a e 0 
lo deſpicable. 
ate. Here's a Per . * . l 
Ange A very got did. | 468" 3 
e. e 1. 
„ Sir Foftin, take him in your Hand, and draw 's 
E 2 him, there $ not ſuch another Friz in 


: Fl. e very Site vat niet; - OE, 
e. Pray, 33 


your Head a little; 
Ir Oliv. To oblige ye 


128 She wou'd if She cou d. | 
* 


Sir Fof. Why, you never law. him in your Life 


_ Rake. That's all one, Sir, I know tis impoſſible. | 
A Beaver, Sir Oliver, feel him; for Fineneſs, Sub 
And for Faſhion, the Court of France never ſaw a 
J have bred him but a Fortnight, and have him at 
Command already. Clap him on boldly, never Hu 
The Fore-cock and the Hind-cock at gne motion {i 
Naturally. . 
Sir Oliv. I think you have a Mind to make a Spy 
Me before I ſee the Ladies. | 6 
Rake. Now you have the Mein of a true Cavalier, 
And with one Look may make a Lady. kind. and 2 
Hector humble: And ſince I nam'd a Hector, here 
Sword, Sir: Sa, fa, ſa, try him, Sir Jeſtin, put bin 
Cut h the Staple, run him through the Doo, 
Him to the Hilts, if he breaks, you ſhall have liz 
and pay me never a 2 
Tis a very pretty Weapon i „Sir. 

Rake. The Hilt rd French wrought, and d, 
The beſt Workman in France. This Sword, andt 
Caſtor, with an Embroider'd Button and Loop, \ 
I have to vary him upon Occaſion, were ſent me of 
France for a Token by my elder Brother, that wail 
With a handſome Equipage, to take the Pleaſure 


* 25 A | 
Sir Oliv. Have you a Mind to ſell theſe things, N 
Rake. That is below a Gentleman; yet if a Peri 

Honour, or a particular Friend, ſuch as I eſteem you 
Sir Oliver, take at any time a fancy to a Band, a C 

A Velvet Coat, a Veſt, a Ring, a Flajolet, or am 
Little Toy I have about me, I am Good-natur d, A 
tap be eaſily perſwreded to play the Fool upon go 


— . | Se Freeman. | 
| ir 7oſ. Wort er Freeman! | 
Sir Oulu Honeſt Frank, how cam'ſt thou to find! 


Out, Man ? , * 1 
Free. By meer chance, Sir; Ned Courtal is wilde 
Vriting a Letter, and I came in to know wheth | 
Had any particular Engagements, Gentlemen. 


Oliv, We reſolv d to be in private; but you are 

without Exception. 

FR 97 intended to be in private indeed, 

u,. death, what Diſguiſe have you got on? 

os grown Grave fince laſt Night, and come to 
coor? 

Oliv. Hark you in your Ear, Frank, this i 1 ⁴ 

of Humiliation, which I always put on the next 

fter I have 1 the better to make my 

Wcation with my incens d Lady. 

e. Ha, ba, ha, 


e. Oh my little Dapper Officer! are you here? 

= 7. Ha, Maſter Freeman, we have beſpoke all the 
Entertainment that a merry Wag can wiſh for, 
Meat, good Wine, and a wholeſome Wench or 
En z We ſhall have Madam Rampant, 
lory of the Town, the brighteſt ſhe that ſhines, 


ke, I warrant you the cores, Sir Jaun. 


ND if , pegs . 
oF 7 for come fi 4. 
„ N Rep 
"Ih ee Sn, / 


| Well Gig; St. Twins ill, 
e in, 
bate not an Ace 1 5 good you hl o 
79, Noble Maſter Conrtal ! © 

. Bleſs me, Sir Oliver, what are you 
been How the People wou'd throng going ro 

t mounted oa a few Deal- boards in ” 

7] Cade now?!” 


r Oliv, Hark you, Ned, this is the Badge of: ur; 


k 


* 


over a poor ſober Man in Affliction, 
you xe to have Ladies, and you are not to learn 


She wou'd if She cou d. 1 129 
e. Maſter Freeman, your'meſd handle Servant Sir. 


ſe my little Ratte hell is not a Man of his 2 Sir. 


's Indignation for my laſt Night's Offence; do not | : 
rt, Come, come,” ſend home for e 2 


130 She won'd if She cou d. 
At theſe: Years, hom abſolutely, neceſſary” a rich Ve! 
A Perr are to a Man that aims at their Favour, 

Sir Olive. A Pon ont, Nad, my Lady's gone abr 
A damn'd jealous melancholy Humour, and bascomn 
Her Woman to ſecure m. 

Court. Under Lock and Key? 

Sir Oliv, Ay, ay, Man, tis uſusl ia theſe Caſes, 
Of pure Love in | to reclaim. me, and to keep! 
moo —— my ſel an Injury by drinking two Di 


oget 

Court. What 2 loving Lady 'tis! 

Sir Oliv. There ate Sots that would think them 
Happy in ſuch a Lady, Ned; but to a true bred 
Gentleman all lawful Solace is Abomination. 

Rake, Mr. Conrtal, n Ke 

Cort. Oh! my little Kai t of che Induſtry, I 

Glad to ſee you 4 ſuch Company. 

Free. Courtal; hark you, are the Meocking-habit 
You. ſent to borrow at he Play-houſe come yet? 

Court, Yes, arid ihe Lakai cation & Sd: Th 
Deſign will add much to our Mirth, and give us H 

© Benefit of their Meat, Wine, and Mafick for our 0% 

Free. Twas luckily r a 

Sir Oliv. Hark, the Muſick comes. i 

Sir Fo: Hey! Boys—let em enter, let xm ear 

Enter Waiter. 

Wait, An't pleaſe your Worſhips, there is a Maki 
Ladies without, that deſire to ww n to com 
In and Dance. | 

| ws. Dl you bid em * 

Sir you em come in 7 
Rake. No; — is a | mad Wench, ſhe v 

Half a Dozen times a mumming in private Compay, 

— ebe em i 

* They mettled-Gi Is, 

are. ir L warrant em 

Sir Jain, leg em be what they wil. . | 
Sir Fo. enter, let om enter, ha Boys. 


e 
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%% and the Ladies in an Antick, and then they 
] ha Lady Cockwood, Sir Oliver; the you 
3 mee 4 Dance. : | TT. 
ot ny tie Rogue! bave 1 got thee? How 
worn, and wind, and fegue thy Body! . 
7% Mettle on all fides, Metrle on all ſides, 1 faith ; 
wimmingly wou d this pretty little ambling Filly 
a Man of my Body! | 


2 | How Ty car vet and frisk, a 
unn were once mounted upon her ! 
le me have but Leap, 

Where tis wholſome and cheap, - 
jd a Fig for your Perſon of Honour. 


ole. Tis true, little Foſlin, i faith. | 
wi. They have warm'd us, Sir Oliver. ELIE 
ol. Now am I as Rampant as a Lion, Ned, and 
Wd love as vigorouſly as a Sea-manthat is newly landed 

n FEaſ- India Voyage. YEE r 
rt. Take my Advice, Sir Oliver, do not in your 
deprive your ſelf of your only hope of an Ds 
mmodation with your Lady. | 
Oliv. I had rather have a perpetual Civil War. 
purchaſe Peace at ſuch a diſhonourable Rate. A poor 

, after he has been three Days perſecuted at a 

ry Wedding, takes more Delight in ſcraping upon 
ld ſquecking Fiddle, than I do in ſumbling on that 
deſtick Inſtrument of mine. TIS. 


ur. Be not ſo bitter, Sir:Obver, on your oven Dear 


Oliv. I Was married to her when I was: — 
with a Deſign to be baulk'd, as ye Wbefße = 
he Bell-weatherz where I have been ſo butted, *twere 
gh to fright me, were I not pure Mettle, from ever 
Lr 2 eh 0007 £48 0. wa 

\ 2 \ \ 


—— 
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Oaurt. That's no ſure Rule, Sir Oliver; for a wth 
Diſh, of which if a Man once furfeit, he ſhall _ 7 
Better Sromach to all others ever after. _ 

- Sir Oliv, What a Shape is here, Ned! fo exact al 
Tempting, twou d perſwade a Man to be an impldh * 
Sinner, and take her Face upon Credit. 

Sir Fof. Come, Brother Cockwood, let us pet en 
Lay aſide theſe Macking Fo 5 —— then we 1 fo 
In earneſt: Give us a Bottle, Waiter. - 

Free. Not before Dinner, good Sir — 

Sir Oliv. Lady, though I have out of Drollery pu 
My ſelf into this contemptible Dreſs at preſent, I 
Gentleman, and a Man of Courage, as you ſhall fn 
Anon by my brisk Behaviour. 11 

Rake. Sir Foſlin! Sir Oliver! Theſe are none of 
Ladies, they are juſt come to the Door in a Coach 
9 ſent for me down to wait upon em up to jt 

Sir Fo of. Hey Boys, more Game, more Gan 
Fetch em up, fetch em * 
Sir Oliv. Why, what a y of Sport vill hor 
* They dal al have fir Play, Bore. 
e fair Play, Boys. 7 

. Sir — * An We will match our — mn N 

Prize on't, Ned Courtal and I, againſt Frank Freem 

And you Brother , and Rake-hell ſhall 7 5 

For Gloves and -Stockings, to be beſtow a a5 

2 7 ſhall fancy 
Sir Foſ. Agreed, 3 agreed. . 

Cart. and Free. A match, a . 


Sir Oliv. Hey reg 
Cock wood counter{eit 


Ho ge pling of bor O Heav'ns! my der 
y "I. 


; Sir Obv. What's ? Sentry and my Lady ! 'Sl 

What a Condition am I in now, Brother Jolly? 

You: have brought me into this Premunire: For Hen 

Sake run down quickly, and ſend the Rogue and Wi 

Away. Help, help! Oh help! Dear Madam, ſweet 

Lady! - Ex. Sir Joſlin, Sir Oliver kneels dem if 
Sent, Oh the's cocks ſhe's s gone! 
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ver. Give her more Air. 5 
Court. Fetch a Glaſs of cold Water, Freeman. 

ir Oliv. Dear Madam, ſpeak, ſweet Madam ſpeak. 
ent. Out upon thee for a vile Hypocrite! thou art 
e wicked Author of all this; who but ſuch a Reprobate, 
h an obdurate Sinner as thou art, could go about to 
uſe ſo ſweer a Lady? 
Sir Oliv. Dear Sentry, do not ſtab me with thy 
rds, but ſtab me with thy Bodkin rather, that I_ 
y here die a Sacrifice at her Feet, for all my diſloyal 
ions. 
dent. No, live, live to be a Reproach and Shame to ali 
„ ellious Husbands; ah, that ſhe had but my Heart! 
thou haſt bewitch'd her affections; thou ſnou dſt then 
rly ſmart for this abominable Treaſon. 
gat. So, now ſhe begins to come to her ſelf. 
; Wis. Set her more upright, and bend her a little 
WL: Cock. Unfortanate Woman! let me go, why de 
hold me? Wou'd I had a Dagger at my Heart, to 
iſ it for loving that ungratefal Man. 
r Oliv. Dear Madam, were 1 but worthy of your 
ind Belief. | 0 
A Cock. Peace, peace, perfidious Man, I am too 
ze and fooliſh —Were I every Day at the Plays, 
Park, and Mulberry-Garden, with a kind Look 
ly to indulge the untawful Paſſion of fome young 
ant; or did I aſſociate my ſelf with the Gaming 
ams, and were every Afternoon at my Lady Brief s, 
my Lady Meapwel's at Umbre and Qusbas, pretetiding 
ck to borrow Money of a Friend, and then | 
ading good Luck to excuſe the Plenty to a Husband, 
ſuſpicious Demeanour had deſerv'd this; but I whe 
of a ſcrupulous Tendernefs to my Honour, and to 
ply with thy baſe Jealouſie, have deny'd my ſelf 
ole blameleſs Recreations, which a Virtuods Lady 
t enjoy, to be thus inhumanly reviPd in my own 


dn, aud thus unreaſonably robb'd and abus d in thine 
| | q _ 
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134 . She wou'd if She cou'd. 
Court. Sure ſhe will take up anon, or crack her 1 
Or elſe the Devil's in't. | f 
La. Cock, Do not ſtay and torment me with thy WM 
Sight; go, graceleſs Wretch, follow-thy treacherous i 
Reſolutions, do, and waſte that poor Stock of Con 
Which I ſrou'd have at home, upon thoſe your rar 
Cormoerants below: I feel my Paſſion begin to ſwelg 
[She has a little Fit wif 

C⸗ecurt. Now will ſhe get an abſolute Dominion off 
Him, and all this will be my Plague in the end. a 

Sir Oliv. running up and down. Ned Courtal, u 
Freeman, Coulin Ariana, and dear Couſin Gatty, in 
Heav'ns fake join all, and moderate her Paſſion— Wl 
Ah Sentry ! f6rbear thy unjuſt Reproaches, take Pi 
Thy Maſter! thou haſt a great Influence over her, ui 
I have always been — of thy Favours. er 

Sent You do not deſerve the leaſt Compaſſion, wi 
Wou'd I ſpeak a good Word for you, but that I kno 
All this, *rwill be acceptable to my poor Lady. Dal 
Madam, do but look up a little, Sir Oliver lyes a 
Feet an humble Penitent. . 

Aria. How bitterly he weeps! how ſadly he fg 

Gat. I dare fay he counterfeited his Sin, and is mA... 
In his Repentance. | of 

Court. Compoſe your ſelf a little, pray Madam ii 
This was meer Rallery, a way of Talk, which Sa 
Being well bred, has learned among the Gay Peopt 
The Town. ; 

Free. If you did but know, Madam, what an oil 
Thing it is to be thought to love a Wife in good 
Company, you wou'd eaſily forgive him. | 

La. Cock. No, no, twas the mild Correction wil 
Save him for his inſolent Behaviour laſt Night, thi 
Encourag'd him again thus to inſult over my Aft 

Court. Come, come, Sir Oliver, out with you 
Boſom-ſecret, and clear all things to your Lady; | 
Not as we have ſaid? 
Sir Oliv. Or may I never have the Happineſs toi 
In her good Grace again; and as for the Harlots, & 

Madam, here is Ned Courtal, and Frank Freeman" 


- 
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often ſeen me in Company of the wicked; let em 
if they ever knew me tempted to a diſloyal 
Wn in their Lives. | | 
Er. On my Conſcience, Madam, I may more 
coear, that Sir Oliver has been conſtant to your 

Whip, than that a Girl of Twelve Years old has her 
ahead this warm and ripening Age. 

Enter Sir Joſlin. 

oliv. Here's my Brother Folley too can witneſs 
Loyalty of my Heart, and that I did not intend 
rreaſonable Practice againſt your Ladyſkip in the 


* fo. Unleſs feguing em with a Beer-Glaſs, be 

ed in the Statute. Come, Maſter Courtal, to 
e my Lady, and put her in a little good Humour, 
Ws ſing the Catch I taught you yeſterday, that was 
by a Country Vicar on my Brother Cockwood : 
nc. : 


They ſing. 


[2 E and Wenching are Toys, 

+ Fit to pleaſe Beardleſs Boys, 
are Sports we hate worſe than a Leaguer; 
; ben we Viſit a Miſs, 

Me ſtill brag how we Kiſs, 

But tis with a Bottle we fegue her. 


Je. Come, come, Madam, let all things be forgot; 
WF" is ready, the Cloth is laid in the next Room, 
in and be merry; there was no harm meant as I 
e little Zoſlin. | 
Cock. Sir Oliver knows I can't be angry with him, 
ph he pops the naughty Man thus : But why, my 
wou'd y* expoſe your ſelf in this ridiculous Habit, 
Cenſure of both our Honours? | 
Oliv, Indeed I was-to blame to be over- perſuadedz 
ded dutifully to retire into the Pantry, and there 
do divert my ſelf at Back-Gammon with the 


G 2 Sir 


136 She won d if She cou'd, | 

Sir Foſ. Faith, I-muſt ev'n own, the Fault wx 
J intic'd him hither, Lady. | | s 

Sir Oltv. How the Devil, Ned, came they to 6nd ff 
Out here? : : 

Court. No Blood-hound draws fo ſure as a jeaou 
Woman. | | 2 

Sir Oliv. I am afraid Thomas has been unfaithful. Ml 
Pr'ythee, Ned, ſpeak to my Lady, that there may x 
Perfect Underſtanding between us, and that Seuny u 
Be fent home for my Cloaths, that I may no longer off 
The Marks of her Diſpleafure. a 

Court. Let me alone, Sir Oliver. 

[ He goes to my Lady Cock 
How do you find your ſelf, Madam, after this vici 
Paſſion? = ö 

La. Cock. This has been a lucky Adventure, Mr. cu 
Now am I abſolute Miſtreſs of my own Conduct i 
Time. | 

Court. Then ſhall I be a happy Man, Madam: Ih 
This wou'd be the Conſequence of all, and yet coil 
I forbear the Preject. 5 

Sir Oliv. How didſt thou ſhuffle away Ralłe-hbul 
The Ladies, Brother? { To Sir 
Sir Fof. I have appointed em to meet us at {ix 

Clock at the New Spring- Garden. 

Sir Oliv. Then will we yet, in ſpight of the du 
That have croſs'd us, be in Conjunction with Maia 
Rampant, Brother. ' Cock 
Court. Come, Gentlemen, Dinner is on the TH.. L 
Sir Foſ. Ha! Slie-Girl and Mad-cap, I'll enter dy in 

You, I faith; fince you have found the way, to the ¶ ¶ cock 
I'll fegue you. a 


Freem, 

SING 8s Make 1 
V 

Nen we viſit a 1. | „ an 
Wwe ftill brag bow we Ki; WS. Cock 
Butt tis with 4 Bottle we fegue her. w. Aft 
I Exeunt i my ſ 
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cer w. SCENE I. 
| n Dining-Room- 


. Enter Lady Cock wood. 
„. A Lady cannot be too jealous of her Servant's 
—_ Love, this faithleſs and _— Ages. 
Wmorous Carriage to that prating Girl to-day, 
Woh he pretends it was to blind Sir Oliver, | fear 
IT prove a certain ſign of his revolted Heart; the 
have counterfeited in theſe Girls Names will 
a if he accept of that * and refuſes 
need not any longer doubt. | | 


; Enter Sentry. | 
Wy, have the Letters and Meſſage been deliver'd, as I 
reed? | 
::. Puntually, Madam; I knew they were to be 
aas the latter end of a Play, I ſent a Porter firſt with 
Letter to Mr, Corral, who was at the King's-houle, 
rt for him out by the Door-keeper, and deliver d it 
is own Hands. 
(oct. Did you keep on your Vizard, that the 
* TOE ee WE you? 


Madam. 
Cock, And how did he receive it? | 
. Like a Traitor to all Goodneſs, with all the ſigns 
oy imaginable. Rs 
Cock. Be net angry, Sentry, tis as my Heart 
d it: What did to with the Leitey W- 
Freeman ; For I thought fit to deceive em bork, 
nake my Policy leſs ſuſpicious to Courtal. 
The Porter found him at the Duke's Houſe, 
, and deliyer'd it with like Care, - 
Cock. Very well. | 
m. After the Letters were deliver'd, Madam, 1 
my ſelf to the Play-houſe, and ſent in for 
rial, who came out to me immediately; I told 
8 3 Him 


7 
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Him your Ladyſhip preſented your humble Service i 
Him, and that Sir Oliver was going into the City wi 
Sir FJoſlin, to viſit his Brother Cockwood, and that it Mic 
Wou'd add much more to your Ladyſhip's Happine u 
If he wou'd be pleas d to meet you in Grays- Inn Wahl 
This lovely Evening. PEE = 
La. Cock. And how did he entertain the Motion! ne 
Sent. Bleſs me! I tremble till to think upon it! | Wir « 
Cou' d net have imagin'd he had been ſo wicked; n a 
Counterfeited the greateſt Paſſion, railed at his Fae, a. 
And ſwore a thouſand horrid Oaths, that fince he all; 
Into the Play-houſe, he had notice of a Buſineſs eth 
Concern'd both his Honour and Fortune; and that r c 
Was an undone Man, if he did not go about it pa 
Pray'd me to deſire your Ladyſhip to excuſe him ent! 
Evening, and that to-morrow he wou'd be wholly it o 
Your Devotion. | 325 y 01 
La. Cock. Ha, ha, ha! he little thinks how mui 
Has oblig'd me. | me. 
Sent. I had much ado to forbear upbraiding hu. c 
His Ingratitude to your Lady ſhip. | f 
La Cock. Poor Sentry !. be not concern'd for me 
Conquer d my Affection, and thou ſhalt find it is ul *5 
Jealouiie has been my Counſellor in this. Go, let my t. 
Hoods and Masks be ready, that I may ſurprize C a. C. 
And make the beſt Advantage of this lucky Opp ciple 
Sent. I obey you, Madam. Exit 
La. Cock. How am I fill'd with Indignation? 2. C. 
My Perſon and my Paſſion both deſpis d, and wh of n 
More, ſo much precious Time fool'd away in frumpu, 
Expectation: I wou'd poiſon my Face, ſo I mig ty, 
Reveng'd on this ungrateful Villain. pt 
| Enter Sir Oliver. r 0: 
Sir Oliv. My Deareſt! | ps, a 
La. Cock, My deareſt Dear! pry'thee do not go . Coe 
City to-night. . 1 
Sir Oliv. My Brother Folley is gone before, nr Oli: 
am to call him at Counſellor Trat s Chamber in Hering 
Temple. | ad 
La. Cock, Well, if you did but know the Fear! 0 Cole 
WE Ta - . 
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- Fhe uon d if She cou'd. 139 
a me, when you are abſent, you would not ſeck 
ons to be from me thus. ; 5 
WE. 0/v. Let me comfort thee with a Kiſs; what 
Nucęſt thou be afraid of? | | 
. Cock. 1 cannot but believe that every Woman that 
WW thee muſt be in love with thee as I am: Do not 
re my Jealouſie. | 2 Ee 
ir 01. I proteſt I wou'd refuſe a Counteſs rather 
n abuſe thee, poor Heart. | | 
2. Cock. And then you are ſo deſperate upon the leaſt 
alion, I ſhou'd have acquainted you elſe with 
ething that concerns your Honour. _ 
$i: 0/iv. My Honour! you ought in Duty to do it. 
cock. Nay, I knew how paſſionate you wou'd be 
ently; therefore you ſhall never know it. 

Wit oe. Do not leave me in doubt, I ſhall ſuſpect 

y one I look upon; I will killa Common 

ncil-man or two before I come back, if you do not 
me. 75 

. Cock, Dear, how I tremble! Will you promiſe 
ou will not Quarrel then? If you tender my Life 
t I am ſure you will not. 

pr 0. I will bear any thing rather than be an 
y to thy Quiet, my Dear. 


a. Cock, I cou'd wiſh Mr. Courtal a Man of better 
ciples, becauſe I know you love him, my Dear, 
Ir Olivs Why, what has he done? 
2. Cock. I always treated him with great Reſpects, 
of my regard to Jour Friendſhip; but he, like 
Impudent Man as he is, to Day miſconſtruing my 
ity,- in moſt unſeemly Language, made a foul 
mpt upon my Honour. Es 
Ir Oliv, Death, and Hell, and Furies, I will haye my 
ps, and long Sword! | x 
2. Cock. Oh, I ſhall faint! Did not you promiſe me 
wou'd not be ſo raſh? | 
Ir Oliv. Well, I will not kill him, for fear of 
** thee, my Dear. ä 

Cock. You may decline your Friendſhip, and by 
r Coldneſs give him no — viſit bas 


140 She wondif Shecond. 
Sir Oliv. I think thy Advice the beſt for this once 
Indeed; for it is not fit to publiſhſuch a Bus'neſs : But 
Shov'd be ever tempting ar attempting, let me know 
Pr'ythee my Dear. | 
La. Ceck. If you moderate your {elf accordirg to ny 
Directions now, I ſhall never conceal any thing from 
You, tkat may increaſe your juſt Opinion of my 


' Conjugal Fidelity. | =. 
Sir Oliv. Was ever Man bleſs'd with fuch a Virtua as 
Lady! — Yet cannot I forbear going a #/'' ml 


Ranging again. Now muſt I to the Spring-Garden to i 
Meet my Brother Folley, and Madam Rampaxt. 11 
La. Cech. Pr ythee, be ſo good to think how melanchi 
I ſpend my time here; for I have Joy, in no Company 
But thine, and let that bring thee home a little ſooner, 

Sir Oliv. Thou haſt been ſo kind in this Diſcovery, 
That I am loth to leave thee. 

La. Cock, I wiſh you had not been engag'd ſo far, 
Sir Oliv. Ay, that's it: Farewel, my virtuous $ 
Dear. 8 ä Exit Sir O] Ü 
Ls. Cock. Farewel, my deareſt Dear. I know be 
Not Courage enough to queſtion Courtal; but this will 
Make him hate him, encreaſe his Confidence of me, Wi 
Juſtifie my Baniſhing that falſe Fellow our Houſe; it. 
Not fit a Man that has abus d my Love, ftou'd come , T; 
Hither and pry into my Actions; beſides, this will 1 
Make his Acceſs more difficult to that wanton _ mn 

Enter Ariana aud Gatty with their Hoods nd Malt 
Whither are you going, Couſins? 

Gaz. To take the Air upon the Water, Madam. 

Aria. And for Variety, to walk a Turn or two in ſo, t 


The new Spring- Garden. ne to 
- La. Cock. 1 heard you were gone abroad with ters! 
Mr. Courtal, and Mr. Freeman. . enan 
Gat. For Heav'ns fake why ſhou'd your Lady ſbip rm 
Such an il] Opinion of us? h ſu 


La. Cock. The Truth is, before I ſaw you, I beinconc 
It meerly the Vanity of that prating Man; Mr. Cours 0:26 
Told Miſtreſs Gaxet this Morning, that you were 0 pan to 
Well acquainted already, that you wou'd meet him 


— 
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ur. Freeman any where, and that you had 
nis d em to receive and make Appointment by 


„ob impudent Man! 2 

. Now you fee the Conſequence, Siſter, of our 
bling; they have rais d this falſe Story from our 
Wocent fooling with em in the Mulberry- Garden laſt 


. I cou'd almoſt ſorſwear ever ſpeaking to à Man 


uy | 
.. Cock. Was Mr. Courtal in the Mulberry Garden 
Night? ; 7 
ria. Yes, Madam. | 
. Cock. And did he ſpeak to you? 3 
.. There paſs'd a little harmleſs Raillery betwixt us; 
vou amaze me, Madam. | 
Wis. 1 cou'd not imagine any Man cou'd be thus 
ny. , 
BY Cork He has quite loſt my good Opinion too: 
WDuty to Sir Oꝶver, I have hitherto ſhow'd him ſome 
nenance; but I ſhall hate him hereafter for your 

A But I detain you from your Recreations, 

plins, 


| s Timely Notice. 
Aria. and Gat. Your Servant, Madam. 


8 I'S 


La, Cock. Your Servant, Couſins. In the 

berry Garden laſt Night! when I fat languiſhing, 
d vainly expecting him at home: This has incens'd 
ſo, that I could kill him. I am glad theſe Girls are 
ne to the Spring Garden, it helps my Deſign; the 


eman to meet them there, they will produce em, and 
firm all 1 haye ſaid: I will day poiſon theſe Girls 

h ſuch Lies as ſhall make their Quarrel to Courtal 
concileable, and render Freeman only ſuſpected; for 


jen 
rl 
zan to make an Addreſs to me at the Bear, and this 
ich ſhall give him an * to purſue it. 


at. We are very much oblig d to your Lady ſbip for 


Ex. Ariana and Gatty. 


ters I have counterfeited, have appointed Courtal and 


od not have him thought equally guilty : He ſecretly | 


7 Enter 
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My Honour. Ex. Lady Cock wood and S 


142 She wou'd if She cou d. 
| Entey Sentry. 

Sent. Here are your things, Madam. | 
La. Cock. That's well: Oh Sentry! I ſhall once mo» Ml 
Be happy; for now Mr. Courtal has given me an Occ 
That I may without Ingratitude check his unlawki 
Paſſion, and free my ſelf from the trouble of an Int 
That gives me every Day ſuch fearful Apprehenfion;sM 


SCENE I. New Spring-Garden, 


Enter Sir Joſlin, Rake-kell, and Waiter, Mi 
Wait. Will you be pleaſed to walk into an Arbour, 
Gentlemen. | 7 
SY By and by, good Sir. 
Rake. I wonder Sir Oliver is not come yet. 
Sir Foſ. Nay, he will not fail I warrant thee, Boy; 
But what's the matter with thy Noſe, my little Rakek 
Rake. A fooliſh Accident; jeſting at the Fleece thi 
Afternoon, I miſtook my Man a little; a dull Rogue 
That could not underſtand Raillery, made a ſudden 


Repartee with a Quart-pot, Sir Foſln. : 
Ee Foſ. Why didſt — 4 thou Fi. qe to the Wal, 
Little Rake-hell ? | 5 

Rake The Truth is, Sir Foſiin, he deſerv'd it; but 
Look you, in Caſe of a doubttul Wound, I am umi 


To five my Friends too often the Trouble to Bail me SF 
And if it ſhou'd be Mortal, you know a younger BU 
Has not wherewithal to rebate the Edge of a Witnel | 
And mollifie the Hearts of a Jury. | Comt 
Sir Fof. This is very prudently conſider'd indeed. Free 
Rake. Tis time to be wiſe, Sir; my Courage ha | have 
Almoſt run. me out of a conſiderable Annuity, Wheal Citi 
Liv'd firſt about this Town, I agreed with a Surgeoal dcket 
Twenty Pounds a Quarter to cure me of all the Knod Com 
Bruiſes, and Green Wounds I ſhou'd receive, and in Feee 
Half Year the poor Fellow begg'd me to be releas da,“ 
Bargain, and ſwore I wou'd undo him elſe in Lint and hat h 
Ballom, mY * 


Re 
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| Enter Sir Oliver. 
Sir Foſ. Ho! Here's my Brother Cockwood come. —.— 
Sir Oliv. I, Brother Folley, I have kept my Word, 
ou ſee; but tis a barbarous thing to abuſe my Lady, 
have had ſuch a Proof of her Virtue, I will tell thee 


l anon. But where's Madam Rampart, and the reſt of 
be Ladies, Mr. Rake-hell, 


Rake. Faith, Sir, being diſappointed at Noon, they 
ere unwilling any more to ſet a certainty at hazard: 
is Term-time, and they have ſeverally betook 


hemſelves, ſome to their Chamber-practice, and others 
Wo the Places of publick Pleading. . 

W Sir oliv. Faith, Brother Folley, let us ev'n go into an 
Wrbour, and then fecue Mr. Rake-hell. 


Sir Foſ With all my Heart, wou'd we had Madam 


bas 8 1 N G 8. 


g SCH E's as frolick and free 


As her Lovers dare be, 
ever aw'd by a fooliſh Punctilio; 
Shell not fort from her place, 
Though thou nam'ft a black Ace, 


nd will drink a Beer-Glaſ to Spudillio. 


yy, Boys! Come, come, come! let's in, ard delay 
Sport no longer. | 
 [Exiz ſing ing, She'll not ſtart from her, &c. 
Enter Courtal and Freeman ſeverally, 

Court. Freeman! . | 
| Free, Courtal, What the Devil's the matter with thee? 
have obſery'd thee prying up and down the Walks like 
Citizen's Wife that has drop'd her Holiday | 
dcket-Handkerchief. | | | 
Court, What unlucky Devil has brought thee hither ? 
Feee, I believe a better-natur'd Devil than yours, 
bur tal, if a Leyeret be better Meat than an old Puſs, 
hat has been cours'd by moſt of the young Fellows of 
er Country: I am not working my Brain for a 
dunter-plot, a Diſappointment is not my Bus'neſs. 


. * 


Court. 
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Court You are miſtaken, Freeman: Pr'ythee be pig 
And leave me the Garden to my ſelf, or I ſhall grow a 
Teſty as an old Fowler that is put by his ſhoot, after be 
Has crept half a Mile upon his Belly. : | 

Free, Pr'ythee be thou gone, or I ſhall take it a 
Unkindly as a Chy miſt wou'd, if thou ſhould i kick dom 
His Limbeck in the very Minute that he look'd for 
Projection. | 

Come, come, you muſt yield, Freeman, you 

Bus'neſs cannot be of ſuch Conſequence as mine, 

Free. If ever thou hadſt a Bus neſe of ſuch _ 
Conſequence in thy Life as mine is, I will condeſcendt 
Be made incapable of Affairs preſently. 

Court. Why, I have an Appointment made me, My, 
Without my ſeeking, by a Woman for whom 1 wou 
Have mortgag d my whole Eſtate to have had her abr 
But to break a"Cheefe-cake. | 

Free. And 1 have an Appointment made me without 
My ſecking too, by ſuch a ſhe, that I will break the 
Whole Ten Commandments, rather than diſappoint he 
Of her breaking one. | — 

Court. Come, you do but jeſt, Freeman; a forſaben 
Miſtreſs cou'd not be more malicious than thou art: 
Pr'ythee be gone. | 

Free. Pr'ythee do thou be gone. 

Court. Sdeath! the fight of thee will ſcare my Won 
For ever. : 

Free. Sdeath! the ſight of thee will make my Won 

Believe me the falſeſt Villain breathing. 

Court. We ſhall ſtand fooling, till we are both undo 
And I know not how to help it. CS, ; 

Free. Let us proceed honeſtly like Friends, difcove * 
The Truth of things to one another, and if we cannot 
RI our Bus'neſs, we will draw Cuts, and part 

airly. 

3 I do not like that way; for Talk is only 
Allowable at the latter end of an Intrigue, and ſhov'd | 
Never be us d at the beginning of an Amour, for fea d 
Frighting a young Lady from her good Intentions — 
Yet I care not, though I read the Letter, but I will 
Conceal the Name. Fr 


She und if She cou d. 145 

bee. 1 have a Letter too, and am content to do the 

— reads. Sir, in ſending you this Letter, I proceed 

innſt the Modeſty of our Sex. abs 

Pee. Sdeath, this begins juſt like my Letter. 

Court. Do you read on then, 

Free. reads. But let not the good Opinion I have 

Wnceiv'd of you, make you too ſevere in your 

mſuring of me. 

Court, Word for Word. 

© Free, Now do you read again. _ 

Court. reads. If you give your ſelf the Trouble to be 

aking in the New Spring-Garden this Evening, I will 
t you there, and tell you a Secret, which I have 

on to fear, becauſe it comes to your Knowledge by 

y means, Will make you hate your humble 

vant. 

WFree. Verbatim my Letter. Hey-day! 

ourt. Pr'ythee let's compare the Hands. 


re, Sdeath, the Hand's the fame. 9 — 5 

Court, J hope the Name is not the fame too 

If it be, we are finely jilted, Faith. 

Court. 1 long to be undeceiv'd ; priythee dp thou ſhow 

It, Freeman, | os 

Free. No—— but both together, if you will. 

Mrs. Agreed. Ci 

Free. Ariana. "Fe 

ourt. Gatiy Ha, ha, ha. 

Free, The little Rogues are maſculine in their 

ceedings, and have made one another Confidents in 

eir Love. Betts 

Court. But I do not like this altogether ſo well, 

mk; I with they had appointed us ſeveral Places: 

though tis evident they have truſted one another 

h the Bargain, no Woman ever Seals before Witneſs. 

Free. Pr'ythee how didſt thou eſcape the Snares of the 

Devil this Afternoon ? © © | | 

Dome, With much ado: Sentty had ſet me; if her 

ly!11p had got me into her Chutches, there had been 
— 


. 
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No getting off without a Reſcue, or paying down the 
Money; for ſhe always Arreſts upon Execution, 
Free. You made a handſome Lie to her Woman, 
Court. For all this, I know ſhe's angry; for ſhe thu 
Nothing a juſt Excuſe in theſe Caſes, though it weren 
Save the Forfeit of a Man's Eſtate, or reprieve the Li 
Of herown natural Brother. | 
Free. Faith, thou haſt not done altogether like a eſe 
Gentleman with her, thou ſnou'dſt faſt thy ſelf up bi 
Stomach now and then, to oblige her; if there were 
Nothing in it, but the hearty Welcome, methinks 'tw 
Enough to make thee bear ſometimes with the Homeliy 
Of the Fare. | ; 
Court. I know not what I might do in a Camp, will 10 
There was no other Woman; but I ſhall hardly in ẽ M. 
Town, where there is ſuch Plenty, forbear good Mer 
To get my ſelf an Appetite to Horſe-fleſh. 
Free. This is rather an Averſion in thee, than any 
Real Fault in the Woman; if this lucky Bus neſs 
Had not fallen out, I intended with your good 
Leave to have outbid you for her Ladyſhip's 
Favour. _. . | ; ech, 
Court. I ſhould never have conſented to that, Fra : | = 
hough I am a little reſty at prefent, I am not ſuch iſ. Ci 
ade, but I ſhou'd ſtrain if another rid againſt me; | 
Have ere now lik'd nothing in a Woman that I hare 
Lov'd at laſt in ſpight only, becauſe another had a l 
To her. . 
Free. Yonder are a couple of Vizards tripping ton 


Free. 
cceec 
Gat, 
Court 
$ Mif 


Us. TR | aſter; 
Tis they i'faith. 56 the 
ee. We need not divide, ſince they come togetliſie bar 
Court. I was a little afraid when we compar d a:. 
They had put a Trick upon us; but now am I cou e laſt 
They are mighty honeſt. | Court 
2 bg: Enter Ariana and Gatty. eaſure 
Aria. We cannot avoid em. res, 
© Gaz. Let us diſſemble our Knowledge of their Bu u ſo, 
A little, and then take em gown in the height of Cat. 
Fas iu + MY talk 


A 


* 
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BS Court. and Free. Your Servant, Ladies. | 

Ws ria. I perceive it is as impoſſible, Gentlemen, to 
Walk without you, as without our Shadows; never were 

Wor Women ſo haunted by the Ghoſts of their | 

Welf-murder'd Lovers. EO | 

Gat. If it ſhou'd be our Fortunes to have you in 

W ove with us, we will take Care you ſhall not grow 


eſperate, and leave the World in an ill Humour. 


ry malicious. 

Court. Twere pity you ſhou'd have your Curtains 

awn in the dead of the Night, and your ran 

Numbers interrupted by any thing but Fleſh and Blood, 

dies. | 

Free, Shall we walk a Turn? 

Aria. By your ſelves, if you pleaſe. 

© Gat. Our Company may ws a Conſtraint upon you; 

Wor find you daily hover about theſe Gardens, as a 

ite does about a Backſide, watching an opportunity to 
ch up the Poultry. 

lia. Woe be to the Daughter or Wife of ſome 

Wcrchant-Taylor, or poor Felt-maker now; for you 

om Row to Fox- hall without ſome ſuch Plot againſt 
We City. F 

Free. You wrong us, Ladies; our Bus'neſs has happily 

cceeded, ſince we have the Honour to wait upon you. 

Gat. You could not expect to ſee us here, © 

Court. Your True Lover, Madam, when he miſſes 

$ Miſtreſs, is as reſtleſs as a Spaniel that has loſt his. 


the Gardens,. and never ſtays long, but where he has 
de happineſs to ſee her. | | 
Gaz, I ſuppoſe your Miſtreſs, Mr. Courtal, is always 


de laſt Woman you are acquainted with. 
Court. Do not think, Madam, I have that falſe 


ries, always to think the laft beſt, though I eſteem 

u ſo, in Juſtice to your Merit. 1 

Gar. Or if you do not love her beſt, you always love 

talk of her moſt; as a barren Coxcomb that wants 
Diſcourſe 


Aria. If you ſnou'd, certainly your Ghoſts wou d be : 


aſter; he ranges up and down the Flare the Park, and - 


alure of my Acquaintance, which Poets have of their 
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Diſcourſe, is ever entertaining Company dut of the laſt dal 
He read in. 

Court. Now you accuſe me moſt unjuſtly, Madam 
Who the Devil, chat has common Senſe, will go a 
Birding with a Clack in his Cap? 

Aria. Nay, we do not blame you, Gentlemen; ; eve 
One in their way; a Huntſman talks of his Dogs, a 
Falconer of his ks, a Jockey of his Horſe, and: 
Gallant of his Miſtreſs. 

Gat. Without the allowance of this Vanity, an Am no 
Would ſoon grow as dull as Matrimony. dw. 

Court. Whatſoever you fay, Ladies, I cannot beliey 
You think us Men of hoch abominable Prineiples. 

Free. For my part, I have ever held it as ingrateful 
Boaſt of the Favours of a Miſtreſs, as to deny t 
Courteſies of a Friend. 

Court. A Friend that bravely ventures his Life in the 
Field to ſerve me, deſerves but equally with a Miſtreß 
That kindly expoſes her Honour to oblige me, eſpeciſ 
When ſhe does it as generouſly too, and with as little 
Ceremony. | = 
Free. And I wou'd no more betray the Honour of ; n 
Such a Woman, than I u ou d the Life of a Man that ſhales”: 


Rob on purpoſe to ſupply me. eo 
Gat. We believe you Men of Honour, and know! .C 
Below you to talk of any Woman that deſerves it. bgh; 
Aria. Vou are ſo generous you ſeldom inſult after a Vid due. 
Gat. And ſo vain, that you always triumph before . 1 
Conrt. Sdemhl what's the meaning of all this? * 


| Gaz. Though you find us fo kind, Mr. Courtal, pri 
Do not tell Miſtreſs Ger to Morrow, that we came A. | 
Hither-on purpoſe this Evening to meet you, the) 
Court. | wou'd as ſoon Print it, and Fee a Fellow t 
Poſt it up with the Play-bills. 
Gat. You have repos d a great deal of Confidence i . 
Her, for all you pretend this il Opinion of her as 
Secrecy now. 
Conrt. I never truſted hes ind the Name of a Mil 
That I ſhou'd be jealous of, if I ſaw her receive Fruit, Bil © T 
And go out of the Play-houſe with a Stranger. 
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Wt. For ought as I fee, We are infinitely oblig'd to 
Sir. | 

e 'Tis impoſſible to be inſenſible of ſo. much 
ineſs, Madam. } 
at, What Goodneſs, pray Sir? 
Wort. Come, come, give over this Raillery. , 

.. You are ſo ridiculouſly unworthy, that twere a 
co reprove you with a ſerious Lok. 

rt. On my Conſcience, your Heart begins to fail 
,now we are coming tathe point, as a young 
pw's that was never in the Field before. 
it, You begin to amaze me. 3 | 
ert. Since you your (elf ſent the Challenge, you 
t nat in Honour flic off now. 
at. Challenge! O Heav'ns! this confirms all: 
e Ia Man, I wou'd kill thee for the Injuries thay 
already done me, 80 4 . 
ee. to Aria. Let not icion of my Unki 
e you thus ſcru —— ever City ill treated, 
urrendred wit Aſſault or Summons? 
is, Dear Siſter, what ill Spirit brought us hither? 
met with ſo much Impudence in my Life. 
.. Aſide. Hey Jilts! they are as good at it already. 
e old one, i faith. 

n. Come, Ladies, you have exereis d your Wu 
tgh; you wou d not venture Letters of ſuch 
quence for a Jeſt only. 
t. Letters! Bleſs me, what will this come to? _ 
77. To that none of us ſhall have cauſe to repent, 
de, — OAT | | 

ia. Let us flie em, Siſter, they are Devils, and not 
they n elſe. _ Era 
Enter Lady Cockwood aud Sentry. 
oy. Your Servant, Couſins. þ. 
wrt. ſtarting. Ho m y Cockwoad | 
vn an 7 ad Foy Robes 


is. My Lady! She'll think this an Appointment, 
ee, This is Madam Matchiauil, 1 ſuſpecb, Coral. 


art. Nay, tis her Plot doubtleſs: Now am I a 
; Much 
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Very luckily againſt thefe young Ladies. 


iro She won'd if She cou d. 
Much out of Countenance, as I ſhou'd be if Sir Olla 
Shou'd take me making bold with her Ladyſhip. 

La. Cock. Do not let me diſcompoſe you, I can wi 
Alone, Couſins. I 

Gat. Are you ſo uncharitable, Madam, to think ye 
Have any Buſineſs with em? 

Aria. It has been our ill Fortune to meet em here, x 
Nothing cou'd be ſo lucky as your coming, Madam, v 
Free us from 'em. | | 

Gat. They have abus'd us in the groſſeſt manner. 

Aria. Counterfeited Letters under our Hands. 

La. Cock. Never trouble your ſelves, Couſins, I ham 
Heard this is a common Practice with ſuch unworthy 
Men: Did they not threaten to divulge them, and 
Defame you to the World? | 

Gat. We cannot believe they intend any thing lefs, 
Madam, p | 

La. Cock. Doubtleſs, they had ſuch a mean Opinin 
Your Wit and Honour, that they thought to fright 
To a baſe Compfſance with their wicked Purpoſes. 

Aria. I hate the very ſight of m. | 

Gat, I cou'd almoſt wifh my ſelf a Diſeaſe to brei 

— RR CEC BEDL ry” | 
Court. Very pretty ! We have carried on our Dely 


Free. We have loſt their good Opinion for ever. 

La. Cock. I know not whether their Folly or ther 
Impudence be greater, they are not worth your Ange 
They are only fit to be langh'd at, and deſpis d. 

Court, A very fine oid Devil this! 

La. Cock. Mr. Freeman, this is not like a Gentlemy, 
Affront a couple of young Ladies thus; but I cannot 
Blame you ſo much, you are in a manner a Stranger i! 
Our Family: Bur I wonder how that baſe Man can | 
Me a the Face, conſidering how civilly he has been 
Treated at our Houſe. 

Court. The Truth is, Madam, I am a Rafcal; but! 
Fear you have contributed to the making me ſo: Bei 
As unmerciful as the Devil is to a poor Sinner. 
Sent. Did you ever ſee the like? Never truſt me, i 


* 
- 


i. 


* 
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is not the Confidence to make my Virtuous Lady | 
4 ceſlary to his Wickedneſs. hy 


wit L2. Cock. Ay Sentry! tis a miracle, if my Honour 
(capes, conſidering the Acceſs which his Greatneſs 
we With Sir Oliver has giv'n him daily to me. 3 
Free. Faith, Ladies, we did not Counterfeit theſe 
of ters, we are abus'd as well as you. | 
court. I receiv'd mine from a Porter at the King's 


zy-houſe, and I will ſhow it you, that you may ſee 
you know the Hand. 
La. Cock, Sentry, are you fure they never ſaw any of 
our Writing? f : 
Court. *Sdeath! I am ſo diſcompos d, I know not 
here I have put it. i | 
Sent. Oh Madam! now I remember my ſelf, Miſtreſs 
atty help'd me once to Indite a Letter to my 
eet- heart. 8 
La. Cock, Forget ful Wench! then I am undone, 
Court. Oh here it is Hey, who's here? 
As he has the Letter in his Hand, enter Sir Joſlin, 
Sir Oliver „ and Rake-hell, all Drunk, with 
Muſicł. | 


„ t e 4 They: Sing 

H E's no Miſtreſs of mine. 

| That drinks not her Wine, | 
frowns at my Friend's drinking Motions; 

If my Heart thou won dſt gain, 

Drink thy Bottle of Champaign. 

will ſerve thee for Paint and Love-potions. 


Sir Oliv. Who's here? Caurtal in my Lady's _ 
ompany! I'll diſpatch him preſently ; help me, Brother 
Oey, | [Ze drams. 
La. Cock. For Heav'ns ſake, Sir Oliver ! 

Court. drawing. What do you mean, Sir? 

Sir Oliv. T1] teach you more Manners, than to make 
our Attempts on my Lady, Sir. 

La. Cock, and Sent. Oh! Murder, Murder! 


[They ſbriek. 
I, Cock. 


n 
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La. Cock. Save my dear Sir Oliver, Oh my dear 

ws ſorick and | they al 

| es fe AN run ont, 34 | 
. to part em, they fight off the 85 42 


n * 


ACT V. SCENE | 
SCENE Sir Oliver's Dining-Room. 


iter Lady Cockwood. Table and Carpet. 
La. Cock. J Did not think he had been fo deſperate in 
| I His drink; if they had kill'd one another, d NO 
I had then been reveng'd, and freed from all my 
Fears Sentry, your Careleineſs [ Enter Sentj 
And Forgetfulneſs ſome time or ether will undo me; 
Had not Sir Oliver, and Sir Foſfin, came fo luckily inn . 
The Garden, the Letters had been diſcover'd, and my 
Honour left to the Mercy of a Falſe Man, and two youll 
Peeing Girls: Did you ſpeak to Mr. Freeman unperceifi 
In the hurry? 1 | | 
Sent, I did, Madam, and he promis'd me to diſeng 
Himſelf as ſoon as poſſibly he could, and wait upon jt 
Lady fhip with all Secrecy. ' . 
La. Cock, 1 have ſome reaſon to believe him a Mai 
Of Honour. | Th 
Sent. Methinks indeed his very Look, Madam, fpe 
Him to be much more a Gentleman than Mr. Courts 
But I was unwilling before now to let your Ladyſhip 
Know my Opinion, for fear ofoffending your Inclinati 
La. Cock. 1 hope by his means to get theſe Letters 
Into my own Hands, and ſo prevent the Inconyeniend 
They may bring upon my Honour. 
Sent. I wonder, Madam, what ſhou'd be Sir Ou. 
Quarrel to Mr. Courral. 
La. Cock. You know how apt he is to be ſuſpiciow- 
His Drink; tis very likely he thought Mr. Ceuta y 


F 


' Betray'd him at the Bear to-day. 


She wou'd if She cou d. | 
pray Heay'n he be not jealous of your Lady ſhip, 

1 fo unex ly; if he be, we hal 
ye 2 fad Hand of him when he comes home, Madam. 
La. Cork. 1 ſhould have apprehended it much my ſelf, 
cry, if his Drunkenneſs had not unadviſedly ingag'd 
m in his Quarrel; as ſoon as he grows a little ſober, 

1 ſure his Fear will doing how home, and make him 
ply himſelf to me with all Humility and Kindneſs; 
he is ever under-hand fain to uſe my Intereſt and 
ſeretion to make Friends to Compound theſe Buſineſſes, 
to get an Order for the ſecuring his Perſon and his 
nour, a 

ent. 1 believe verily Mr. Courtal wou d have been ſo 
ide to have kill'd him, if — Freeman and the reſt 

d not ciyilly inrerpos d their Weapons. | 
La. Cock. 7 a forbid! though * a wicked 

1, Iam oblig'd in Duty to love him; Whither did 
x Couſins go after they came home, Sentry? 
ent. They are at the next Door, Madam, laughing 
| dp Lantrelou, with my old Lady Love-yourh 


Cock. 1 hope they will not come home then to 
rupt my Affairs with Mr. Freeman. [ Knocking without. 
Hf ſome Body knocks, it may be him, run down 
ckly. 8 5 

dent. I flie, Madam. - [Exit Sentry. 
Lo. Cock. Nov if he has a real Inclination for my Perſon, 
give him a handſome Opportunity to reveal it. 

| Ener Sentry and Freeman. 

Free, Your Servant; Madam. 

La. Cock. Oh Mr. Freeman! This ynlucky Accident 

$ robd'd me of all my Quiet; I am al diſtracted 
th thinking of the Danger Sir Oliver's dear Life is in. 
ree. You need not fear, Madam, all things will be 
onell'd again to-morrow.  _ a 22 
dem. You wou'd not blame my Lady's Apprehenfions, 


a. Cock. Mr. Courral is a falſe and mercileſs Man. 
' Free. He has always own'd a great Reſpect for your 

dyſhip, and I never heard him mention you with the 
t Diſhonour, Ss 1 


d you but know the Tenderneſs of her Affection. 
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La. Cock. He cannot without injuring the Truth, 
Heav'n knows my Innocence: T hope you did not let 
Him know, Sir, of your coming hither. 

Free. I ſhou'd never merit the Happineſs to wait 
Upon you again, had I ſo abus d this extraordinary 
Favour, Madam. _ ü 

La. Cock. If I have done any think unbeſeeming ny 
Honour, I hope you will be juſt, Sir, and impute it to 
My Fear; I know no Man ſo proper to compoſe this 
Unfortunate Difference as your ſelf; and if a Lady's 
Tears and Prayers have Power to move you to 
Compaſſion, I know you will employ your utmoſt 
Endeavour to preſerve me my dear Sir Olrver. 

Free. Do not, Madam, aMi& your ſelf ſo much; l 
Dare engage my Life, his Life and Honour ſhal] be r Mo. 
Both ſecure. 

La. Cock. You are truly noble, Sir; I was ſo diſtal 
With my Fears, that I cannot well remember how we 
| Parted at the Spring-Garden. be.” 

Free. We all divided, Madam; after your Ladyſhy | 
And the young Ladies were gone together, Sir Ol, 
Sir F and the Company with them, took one 
And Mr. Courtal and I another. | 

La. Cock. Then I need not apprehend their mecting 
Again to-night. | 

Free. You need not, Madam; I left Mr. Courtal i 
His Chamber, wond'ring what ſhou'd make Sir Ow 
Draw upon kim, and fretting and fuming about the Ti 
That was put upon us with the Letters to-day, 

La. Cock. Oh! I had almoſt m_ my ſelf; I aſſure 
You, Sir, thoſe Letters were ſent by one that has no 

Inclination to be any Enemy of yours. ¶ Knocking d 
Some Body knocks. [ Exit Sell 
If it be Sir Oliver, I am undone, he will hate me 
Mortally, if he does but ſuſpe& I uſe any ſecret meas 
To hinder him from juſtifying his Reputation honour 
To the World. | \ | 


U conce 


Sentry. Oh Madam! Here is Mr. Courtal below in ns 
was fat 


Entry, diſcharging a Coach-man; I told him your 


ul 
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Wyſbip was buſie, but he wou'd not hear me, and I 
d, do what I can, he will come up. 
4. Cock. I wou'd not willingly ſuſpect you, Sir. 
bree. I have deceiv'd him, Madam, in my coming 
er, and am as unwilling he ſhou'd find me here, as yo 
1 be. ; 
2, Cock. He will not believe my innocent Buſineſs 
th you, but will raiſe a new Scandal on my Honour, 
d publiſh it to the whole Town. 
ent. Let him ſtep into the Cloſet, Madam. 
La. Cock. Quick, Sir, quick; I beſeech you; I will 
d him away again immediately. 
Enter Courtal. 
. Cock. Mr. Courtal ! Have you no Senſe of Honour 
r Modeſty left? After ſo many Injuries, to come into 
Houſe, and without my Approbation rudely preſs 
on my Retirement thus? | 
burt. Pray, Madam, hear my Buſineſs. 
a, Cock. Thy Buſineſs is maliciouſſy to purſue my - 
n; thou com' ſt with a baſe Deſign to have Sir Oliver 
ch thee here, and deſtroy the only Happineſs I have. 
wrt. I come, Madam, to beg your Pardon for the 
t1 did unwillingly commit, and to know of you the 
on of Sir Olivers Quarrel to me. =" 
. Cock. Thy guilty Conſcience is able to tell thee 
at, vain and ungrateful Man!!! 
ore, I am innocent, Madam, of all Things that may 
nd him; and I am ſure, if you wou'd but hear me, 
ou d remove the Juſtice of your Quarrel too. 
a. Cock. You are miſtaken, Sir, if you think I am 
cern d for your going to the Spring- Garden this 
ung 3 my Quarrel is the ſame with Sir Oliver, and 
d juſt, that thou deſerv'ſt to be poiſon'd for what - 
du haſt done. | 5 
ourt. Pray, Madam, let me know my Fault. 
. Cock, I bluſh to think upon't: Sir Oliver, ſince 
came from the Bear, has heard ſomething thou haſt 
concerning me; but what it is, I cou'd not get him 
diſcover : He told me 'twas enough for me to know 
was ſatisfy d of my Innocence. "5 4:5- Tn 
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156 - She wou'd if She cou'd 
Court. This is meer Paſſion, Madam. 
La. Cock. This is the uſual Revenge of ſuch basel 
As thou art, when they cannot compaſs their Endy . 
Their venomous T to blaſt the Honour of a 1; 
Corres. This is a ſudden Alteration, Madam; withy 

Theſe few Hours you had a kinder Opinion of me, 
La. Cork. Tis no wonder you brag of Favours bd 
My Bark, that have the Impudence to upbraid me w 
Kindneſs to my Face: Doſt thou rhiak I cou'd ev 
A good Thought of thee, whom I have always fou 

Treacherous in thy Friendſhip to Sir Ol ver: 

TY [Knock at the 


| Enter _ 
Sent. Oh Madam! here is Sir Oliver come home, 
La. Cock. O Heav'ns! I ſhall be believ'd guilty no 
And he will kill us both. [Hed 
Cours. I warrant you Madam, Tl defend your Lik 
La. Cock. Oh! there will be Murder, Murder; fu 
Heav us fake, Sir, hide your ſelf in ſome Corner ora 
Coat. I' ftep into that Cloſet, Madam. 
Sexe. Hold, hold, Sir, by no means; his Pipes and 
Tobacco-box lye there, and he sgoes in to fer 
La. Cork. Your Malice will ſoon be at an end: 
Knows what will be the fatal Conſequence of yourk 
Found here. | 4 
Sent. Madam, let him creep under the Table, the 
Carpet ie long enough te hide him. 


La. Cock. Have you Nature enough to fare 
Life and Repctatien of a Lady? U 
Cort, Any thing to oblige you, Madam. 0 
[ He goes under tht Hr oll 
3 La. Cork. running to the Cloſer. Be fare you do mil mad 
Sir, whatſoever ha 8. ll? He 
Court. Not unleſs he pulls me out by the Ears. . Coe 
Sent. Good! he thinks my Lady ſpeaks to him. Witch the 
Ke, Enter Sir Oliver. ners 
La. Cock. My dear Sir Oliver. ros: 
Sir Oliv. 1 am unworthy of this Kindneſs, Madam . >; 


La. Cock. Nay, I intend to chide you for your 
Naughtineſs anon; but I cannot chuſe but hug this! 


* 


She won d if She cou'd. 18. 
ils thee a little firſt;. I was afraid I ſhow'd never have 
ad thee alive within theſe Arms again. 
Sir Oliv. Your Goodneſs does ſo increaſe my Shame, 
know not what to ſay, Madam. 
La. Cock. Well ] am "Clad I have thee ſafe at home, 1 
il lock thee up above in my Chamber, and will not ſo 
uch as truſt thee down Stairs, * till there be anend of 
his Quarrel. 
Sir Ol. 1 was ſo little my ſelf, I knew not what I 
z, elſe I had not expos d my Perſon to ſo much 
anger before thy Face. 
Sent, Twas cruelly done, Sir, knowing the killing 
ncerns-my Lady has for you. 
La. Cock. If Mr. Courtal: had kill'd thee, I was reſolv'd. 
ot to ſurvive thee; but before I had dy'd, I wou'd 
e dearly, reveng'd thy Murder, 
Sir Oliv. As ſoon as I had recollected my ſelf a little, 
ou'd not reſt till I came home to give thee this 
rt that I will do nothing without thy Advice 
he depend my Dear: I know thy Love makes 
depend upon mine, and it is unreaſonable 
d upon my — raſh Head hazard that, though it 
fo the Juſtification of thy Honour. Uds me, I have 
fall a China-Orange that was recommended to me 
one of the beſt that came over this Year: Slife Light 
e Candle, Sentry, tis run under the Table. Teel. 
. Cock, Oh, I am not well! 
[Sentry zakes wp the Candle, there is a great knock 
ing at the Door, ſhe runs away with the Candle. 
Oh Heav'n! who's that that knocks ſo haſtily ? 
r ir Ov. Why, Sentry! bring back the Candle; are 
nn ;and your Lady er 
ll? How is it, my Dear? 
. Cock. For Heavn's fake run after her, Sir Oliver, 
ch the Candle out of her Hand, and teach her more 
ners. 
ir Oliv, Iwill, my Dear. [Exit: 
a Cock. What ſhall I do? was ever Woman ſo 
ortunate in the Management of Affairs! 
wrt, What will become of me now? © 
L Cock, It muſt be ſo, 1 * better truſt my Honour 
To 
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158 She wou'd if She cou d. 
To the Mercy of them two, than be betray d to my 
Husband: Mr. Courtal, give me your Hand quickly, 7; 
| Beſcech you. ; | | 
Court. Here, here, Madam, what's to be done now! 
La. Cock. 1 will put you into the Cloſet, Sir. 
be Court. He'll be coming in for his Tobacco-Box aul 
* Cock, Never fear that, Sir. | 
Free. out of the Cloſet- door. Now ſhall I be diſcoye{ 
Pox on your Honourable Jutrigue, wou'd I were fi 
Gifford's. | ; 
La. Cock. Here, here, Sir, this is the Poor; whation 
' You feel, be not frighted; for ſhou'd you make the 
Diſturbance, you will deſtroy the Life, and whatism 
The Honour of an unfortunate Lady. 
Court. So, ſo, if you have Occaſion to remove agi 
Make no Ceremony, Madam. | 
Enter Sir Oliver, Sentry, Ariana, Gatty, 
Sir Oliv. Here is the Candle; how doſt thou, ny 
Dear? | 
La. Cock. I cou'd not imagine, . Sentry, you had be 
So ill bred, to run away, and leave your Maſter ani 
In the Dark. | 4 
Sent. I thought there had been another Candle uu 
"The Table, Madam. | 
La. Cock. Good! you thought! 7 a are always 
Excuſing of your Careleſneſs; ſuch another | 
Miſdemeanor „ 
Sir Oliv. Pr ythee, my Dear, forgive her. 


La. Cock. The Truth is, I ought not to be very 4 - U 

with her at preſent, tis a good- natur d Creature: & a 2 
Was fo frighted, for fear of thy being miſchief d in; - 

Spring-Garden, that I verily believe ſhe ſcarce nom i ** 


She does yet. 
Sir Oliv. Light the Candle, Sentry, that I may look 
For my Orange. | 
La. Cock. You have been at my Lady Love-youthh 
Couſins, I hear. | | 
Aria. We have, Madam. | 
Sat. She charg'd us to remember her Service to 
Sir Oliv. So, here it is, my Dear, I brought it bol 
On Purpoſe for thee. 


La. Cock. Tis a lovely Orange indeed! Thank you, my 
ir; I am fo diſcompos'd with the Fright I have had, 


at I wou d fain be at reſt. ; 
Sir Oliv. Get a Candle, Sentry: Will you goto Bed, 


Dear? 

La. Cock. With all my Heart, Sir Oliver: Tis late, 

ulins, you had beſt retire to your Chamber too. 

at. We ſhall not ſtay long here, Madam, 

Sir Oliv, Come, my Dear. 

. Cock, Good Night, Couſins. 

it. and Aria. Your Servant, Madam. = 
Exeunt Sir Oliver, Lady Cockwood, and Sentry. 

ria. I cannot but think of thoſe Letters, Siſter. 

at, That is, you cannot but think of Mr. Freeman, 

er; I perceive he runs in thy Head as much as a new: 

vn uſes to do in the Country, the Night before tis 

ected from London. 

ria. You need not talk, for I am ſure the Loſſes of 

lucky Gameſter are not more his Meditation, than 

Curtal is yours. EY 

He has made {ome {light Impreſſion on my Memory, 
dnfeſs; but I hope a Night will wear him out again, 

it does the noiſe of a Fiddle after Dancing. 

ia, Love, like ſome Stains, will wear out of it ſelf, - 

ow, but not in ſuch a little time as you talk of, Siſter. 

at, It cannot laſt longer than the Stain of a Mulberry 

moſt; the next Seaſon out that goes, and my Heart 

not be long unfruitful, ſure. AT 

(ria, Well, I cannot believe they forg'd theſe Letters; 

at ſhou'd be their End? | 3 1 

at, That you may eaſily gueſs at; but methinks they” 

kk a very improper way to compaſs it. ; 

ria. It looks more like the Malice or Jealouſie of a 

man, than the Deſign of two witty Men. J 

rer 9 moved fetch of her Ladyſhip's 

W, that is a playin ovi 

3 a — · ving Hypocrite above with 

. How unluckily we were interrupted, when 

MF* 290g to ſhow 1 the Hand! NY PO. 

. That might have diſcover'd all: I have a ſmall 

3 Suſpicion” 


— 


She won d if She cou d. 

— — that there has been a little Familiarity bet 
Ladyſhip and Mr. Courtal. 

Aria. Our finding em together in the Exchange, md 


Several Paſſages I obſerv d at the Bear, have almoſt my 
Me of the ſame Opinion. 


-P 
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477. 
Gat. | 
mpos 
| Com 
ou'd n 


Gat. vet l wou'd fain believe, the Continuance of i” the 
Mere her Deſire, than his Inclination : That which mk jog] 


Me miſtruſt him moſt, is her knowing we made en 
Appointment. 

Aria. If ſhe were jealous of Mr. Courral, ſhe woll 
Not be jealous of Mr. Freeman too; they both pretend 
To have receiv'd Letters. 

Gat. There is ſomething in it more than we are 
To imagine; time will make it out, I hope, to the 
Advantage of the Gentlemen. 

Aria. | wou'd gladly have it fo; for I believe, ſt 
They give us a juſt Cauſe, we. ſhou'd find it a had 
Task to hate them. 

Gat. How I love the Song I learn't t'other Day, f 
JI ſaw them! in the Mulberry Gant 


She Sings. 


Pg Bi many D 45, | 
T In ranging 14 N mew Dex and the Ig 
For n# er in my Rambles, till now, did I prove 
So lucky to- meet with the Man I cou d love. 
Oh! how am I pleas'd, when I think on this Man, 


bre ler me do what I capt 
II. 


I love him, I cans no more t 
How 45 2 when I ſbou d be 1 


My Pa ſpali kill me before I will | 
p 4 ” wou d ben the World he did know 4 _— C 
But oh how I figh, whe 1 think he'd be He g Lac 


let, ti 
Gat. I 
rotion 
made 
[Arian: 


\ 


it, 


T cannot deny what I ow wos d undo me 12 
Aria. Fie, Siſter, Pt art ſo wanton. tha : 
Gar. I hate to diſſemble when I need not; 'twou' 33 


Look as affected in us to be reſerv d now W are alot 
For a Player to maintain the Character ſhe acts in the 


n afraid 
Tyring-room, 


She wou'd if She cou d. 


{ia, Pr ythee ſing a good Song. | 
Gat, Now art thon = eh Madrigal, 
mpos d by ſome amorous Coxcomb, who ſwears in 
Companies he loves his Miſtreſs ſo well, that ne 
od not do her the Injury, were ſhe willing to grant 
n the Favour, and it may be is Sot enough to believe 
wou'd oblige her in keeping his Oath too. 
ria) Well, I will reach thee thy Guitar out of the 
ſet, to take thee off of this Subject. 
Gat. I'd rather be a Nun, than a Lover at thy rate; 
rotion is not able to make me half fo ſerious as Love 
made thee already. 1 | 
[Ariana opens the Cloſet, Courtal and Freeman come out. 
Court, Ha, Freeman! is this your Buſineſs with a 
wer? Here's a new Diſcovery, ifaith! 

| They ſhriek and run out. 
Free, Peace, Man, I will fatisfie your Jealouſie 
after; fince we have made this lucky Diſcovery, let 
mind the preſent Buſineſſes. Te 


161 


them back. : | 
durt. Nay, Ladies, now we have caught you, th 
no eſcaping till ware come: to aright Underſtanding. 
er Lady Cockwood, and Sir Oliver, and Sentry. 
Free, Come, never bluſh, we are as loving as you can 
for your Hearts, I aſſure you. x 


ceal'd here, you wou'd have had ill Nature enough to 
emble with us at leaft a Fortnight longer. | 
. Cock What's the matter with you here? Are you 


our Houſe at theſe unſeaſonable Hours! + 


Life Courtal has tempting the Honour of the 
ung Ladies, n N | 

La. Cock, Oh my Dear! 
Gar. We are almoſt ſcared out of our Wits, my Siſter - 
ent to reach my Guitar out of the Cloſet and found 
doth ſhut up there. | 


One 


ee akraid you had a Defign ſecretly to convey em- 


[Courtal and Freeman catch the Ladies, and bring 


Court, Had it not been our good Fortunes to have been 


, Couſins? Bleſs me! Mr. Caurtal and Mr. Freeman 


vir Ouv Fetch me down my long Sword, Sentry, I lay. | 


[She holdshim: 


La. Cock, Come, come, this will not ſerve your turn; 


Into 


— — 
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x62 She wos d of She con d. 
Into your Chamber: Well, I will have no more of theſ 
Doings in my Family, my Dear; Sir Foſlin ſhall remg 


Whether that unlucky Bus'neſs which happen d in the 


Sz Ob. Goog! I was ſaſpicioustheir Buſineſſes hi 


"Theſe Girls to-morrow. | 
Free, You injure the young Ladies, Madam, their 
ize ſhews their Innocence. e 8 2; 
Court. If any Body be to blame, it is Miſtreſs Sen, 
Sent. What mean you, Sir? Heaven knows knoy 
More of their being here | 
Court. Nay, nay, Miſtreſs Sentry, need not be 
Aſham'd to oven the doing of a couple of young 
Gentlemen ſuch a good Office. 
Sent. Do not think to put your Tricks upon me, 5, 
Court. Underſtanding by Miſtreſs Sentry, Madam, f. 
Theſe young Ladies wou d very likely fit and talk in 
Dining-room an Hour before they went to Bed, of the 
Accidents af the Day, and being impatient to know 


Spriug-Garden, about the Letters, had quite deſtroy 
Hopes of gaming their Eſteem; for a ſmall ſum of Mai 
Mr. Freeman and I obtain'd the Favour of her to ſtuti 
Up where we might over- hear em. 

La. Cock. Is this the Truth, Sentry? 

Sent. I humbly beg your Pardon, Madam. 

La. Cock. A Lady's Honour is not ſafe that keeps 


79 ſo ſubje& to Corruption; I will turn her ot 
My Service for this. | 


Been with my Lady at firſt. | 
La. Cock. Now will I be in Charity with him 4! 
For putting this off ſo handſomely. [ 4 
Sir Oliv. Hark you, my Dear, ſhall I forbid Mr. Cn 
My Houſe? 
La. Cock. Oh! by no means, my Dear; I had forgot 
To tell thee, ſinee I acquainted thee with that Bus neſt 
I have been diſcourſing with my Lady Love-youth, ind 
She blam'd me infinitely for letting thee know it, and 
Laugh'd exceedingly at me, believing Mr. Cowrratintends 
Thee no Injury, and told me 'twas only a har mleſs 
Gallantry, which his French Breeding has us'd him to. 
Sir Oliv. Faith, I am apt enough to believe it; for ol 
My Conſcience, he is a very honeſt Fellow, Ned wy 


She wou d if She cow d. 163 
,w the Devil came it about that thee and I fell to Sa, fa, 
n the Spring-Garden? | | 

Court, You are beſt able to refolve your felt that, 


ir Olrver. - | | | 
cir Oliv, Well, the Devil take me, if I had the leaſt 
akindneſs for thee. — Pr'ythee let us embrace and kils, 
nd be as good Friends as ever we were, dear Rogue, 
court. I am ſo reaſonable, Sir Olrver, that I will ask 
0 other Satis faction for the Injury you have done me, . 
Free, Here's the Letter, Madam. | | TD 
Aris, Siſter, look here, do you know this Hand? 
Gat, Tis Sentry's. : | | 
La, Cock. Oh Heay'ns? 1 ſhall be ruin'd yet. 5 
Gat, She has been the Contriver of all this Miſchief, 
Court. Nay, now you lay too much to her Charge in 
his; ſhe was but my Lady's Secretary, I aſſure you, | 
e has diſcover'd the whole Plot to us. | 
Seat, What does he mean? IR 
la, Cock. Will he betray me at laſt? | 
Gt. My Lady being in her Nature ſeverely virtuous; 
tems, offended at the innocent Freedom you take 
ambling up and down by your ſelves; which-made 
out of her tenderneſs to your Reputations, counterfeit 
ele Letters, in hopes to fright you to that Reſervedneſi 
ich ſhe approves of. 5 
La, Cock, This has almoſt redeem d my Opinion ß 
Honour. | LEES 
ns, the little regard you had to the good Counſel 1 
le you, puts me upon this Buſineſs, "24 
at, Pray, Madam, what was it Miſtreſs Gazee told 
| concerning us? 1 | 
Cock. Nothing, nothing, Couſins : what I told 
of Mr. Courtal was mecr Invention, the better to 
aon my Deſign for your good. 
wrt, Freeman! Pray what brought you hither? 
Free, A kind Summons fi om her Ladyſhip. 
wrt. Why did you conceal it from me? | 
re, | was afraid thy peeviſh Jeatoufic might have 
roy d the Deſign 1 had of getting an Opportunity 7 
1 clear our ſelves to the young Ladies. a 
1 Court. 


\. 


16 4  She.wou'd if She cou d. 
' Comrt. Fortune has been our Friend in that beyond 


Expectation. | 
To the Ladies.) 1 hope, Ladies, you are fatisfy'd of ow 
Innocence now.. . 

Ggt. Well, had you been found guilty of the Lettetz 
We were reſolv'd to have counterfeited two Contract 
Under your Hands, and have ſuborn'd Witneſſes to 
Swear em. 

Aria. That had been a full Revenge; for I know 
| You wou'd think it as great a Scandal to be thought to 
Have an Inclination for Marriage, as we ſnou d to be 
Believ'd willing to take our Freedom without it. 

Court. The more probable thing, Ladies, had been 
Only to pretend a Promiſe; we have now and then 

Courage enough to venture ſo far for a valuable 
fideration. | | 

Gat. The Truth is, ſuch experienc'd Gentlemen : 
You are, ſeldom Mortgage your Perſons without it be 
Redeem your Eſtates. _ £ 1 

Court. Tis a Mercy we have ſcap'd the Miſchief 
So long, and are like to do Penance only for our om 
Sins; moſt Families are a Wedding behind - hand in tt 
World, which makes ſo many young Men fool 'd into 
Wives, to pay their Father's Debts: All the Happitel 
A Gentleman can deſire, is to live at liberty, till het 
Forc'd that way to pay his own. - | | 

Free. Ladies, you know we are not ignorant of the 
Intentions you have towards us; pray let us treat al 

Gas. I hope you are not in ſo deſperate a Conditid 
As to have a good Opinion of Marriage, are you? * 

Aria. Tis to as little purpoſe to Treat with us of 
Thing under that, as it is for thoſe kind Ladies, that 

Have oblig'd you with a valuable Confideration, to 
Challnags the Performance of your Promiſe, 
Sir Oliv. Well, and how, and how, my dear Nei, 
Goes the Buſineſs between you and theſe Ladies? Are 
You like to drive a Bargain? - 
Court. Faith, Sir Oliver, we are about it. 
Sir Oliv. And cannot agree, I warrant you; the) 
For having you take a Leaſe for Life, and you are for 
Being Tenants at Will, Ned, is it not ſo? 


( 


She weul'd if She cou'd, 165 
Gat, Theſe Gentlemen have found' it ſo convenient 
Wie in Lodgings, they'll hardly venture on the trouble 
king a Houle of their own. OF oaks 
Court. A pretty Country- Seat, Madam, with a 
dom parcel of Land, and other Neceſſaries belonging 
may tempt us; but for a Town-Tenement that 

but one poor Conveniency, we are reſolvd well 

er del. [.4 noiſe of Muſick without. 
1 Oliv. Hark! my Brother Follty's come home. 
ia. Now, Gentlemen, you had beſt look to your 
des, ee to an 5 | 
ly my life, my Uncle lias ht home a Coup 
freſh Chapmen, that will out-bid you. _ Ye. 
ir Foſ. Hey Boys! 

S FN GO 5 
Catch and a Glaſs, 
A Frddle and a Laſs, 

What more wou d an honeſt Man haue? 
Hang your temperate Sot, | 
Who won ſeem what he's not; 
Tis I am wiſe, he's but grave, et 
% What's here? Mr. Carta and Mr. Freeman 


lielt Diſcovery on all fides! We are all good Friends 


r Foſ. Hark you, Brother Cockwood, I have got 
Wn Rampart; Rake-bell and ſhe are without. 1 
O,. Oh Heav'ns ! Dear Brother Folley, ſend her 
immediately; my Lady has ſuch an Averſion to a 
pity Woman, that ſhe will ſwoon if ſhe does but 


father than I wou'd break my old Wont, I dreſs'd 
lumpant in a Suit I bought of Rake-hell;. but ſince 
good Company's here, 


— are two 8 wah therefore for fear of 
or a worſe Diſaſter » Rampane with K 
be going quickly. | 188 4 | 1 OP 4 


with us quickly; for 


ir Ol. Oh Man! here has been the prettieſt, te 


ir Foſ. Faith, I was hard put to't, I wanted aLover;. 


end her away. My little Rake-helh, come hither; you... 


Rake, 
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16s She wow'd if She cor d. 


Court. What think you of taking us in the Humour 


Since you have made a Diſcov 


Oblivion, Madam. 


— 


Rake, Tour humble Servant, Sir. 
ek. Exit Rake- 1e 


- . Corrt. You may hereafter _ your he this labour, 
Sir Foſlin; Mr. Freeman and I have vow'd our ſelyes 
Humble Servants to fer Ladies. S Be 
Free. I hope we ve your Approbation, Sir. 
Sir 7oſ. Nay, if you havea mind — Matrimor 
P11 ſend for a Canonical Sir, ſhall diſpatch you preſent 
Free, You cannot do better. $ 


Conſideration may be your Foe, Ladies. 

Aria. Come, Gentlemen, Pll make youa fair Propoſiti 
of our Inclinations, 
Siſter and I will be content to admit you in the quali 


Gar. And if after a Month's Experience of your g. C 
Behaviour, upon ſerious Thoughts, you have Cour be ob 
— to engage further, we will accept of the Challe” I 
And believe you Men of Honour. % all 1 

Sir Joſ. Well ſpoke i faĩth, Girls; and is it a match, Be Coc 
Curt. If the Heart of Man be not very deceitful, "ii" ©: 
Very likely it may be fo. s 4 


Free. A Month is a tedious time, and will be adangd 
Tryal of our Reſolutions; but I hope we ſhall not g 
Before Marriage, whate'er we do after. 

Sir Joſ. How ſtand matters between you and yout 
Lady, Brother Cockwood? is there Peace on all ſides? 

Sir Oliv. Perfect Concord, Man: I will tell thee 
That has happen d fince J parted from thee, when we 
Alone, twill make thee laugh heartily. Never Ma 
So happy in a virtuous and a loving Lady!- 

Sir 4a Though I have led Sir Oliver aſtray this! 
Two, I hope you will not exclude me the Act of 


L Cock, 
Onciliati 
reoly* 
ME to th 
1. Wh: 
l. Cock, 

gers to v 
ur, tha 
18 Tow 
humble 
ut. Tig: 
firm y 


La. Cock. The nigh Relation T have to you, and tit 
Reſpe& I know Sir Oliver has for you, makes me ſo 
All that has paſs d, Sir; but pray be not the occaſion 
Any new Tranſgreſſions. 

Sent. I hope, Mr. Courtal, ſince my Endeavours to 


You will intercede for a Reconciliation. , 


She won d if She cou d. 167 


Court. Moſt willingly, Mrs. Sentry Faich, Madam, 
ace things have fallen out ſo luckily, you muſt needs 
eceive your Woman into Fayour again. Ee 
La, Cock. Her Crime is unpardonable, Sir. 25 
gem. Upon ſome ſolemn Proteſtations, Madam, that the 
tlemens Intentions were honourable; and having reaſon 
believe the young Ladies had no Averſion to their 
nations, I was of Opinion I ſhou'd have been ill 
orca, if 1 had not aſſiſted em in the removing thoſe 
ficulties that delay'd their Happineſs. . 2 85 
r Ov. Come, come, Girl, confeſs how many Guineas 
i'd upon your eaſie Nature. | , 
Sat, Ten, an't pleaſe you, Sir. 


& Ov. *Slife, a Sum able to corrupt an honeſt Man 


Office! Faith you muſt forgive her, my Dear. 

La. Cock. If it be your Pleaſure, Sir Oliver, I cannot 
te obedient. | 
m. If Sir Oliver, Madam, ſhou'd ask me to ſee this 
all may be diſcover'd yet. Ha 

la Cock. If he does, I will give thee ten Guineas out 
Y Cabinet. 3535 | 


. I ſhall take care to put him upon'r; tis fit, that I | 


x oye bore all the Blame, ſhou'd have ſome reaſonable 
ad for't. | SE 

wt. I hepe, Madam, you will not envy me the 
ineſs Jam to enjoy with your fair Relation? 

Cock. Your Ingenuity and Goodneſs, Sir, have made 
ate Attonement for you. - | 1 
Pray, Madam, what was your Buſineſs with 


Freeman ? | 
Cock. Only to oblige him to endeavour a 


piciliation between you and Sir Oliver; for though I 


reſoly'd never to ſee your Face again, it was Death 
me to think your life was in danger. 
u. What a miraculous Come: off is this, Madam! 
Cock. It has made me ſo truly ſenſible of thoſe 
ers to which an aſpiring Lady muſt daily expoſe her 
ur, that I am reſoly'd to give over the great Bus'ne(s 
Is Town, and hereafter modeſtly confine my ſelf to 
x umble Affairs of my own Family. 5 
ut. Tis a very pious Reſdlution, Madam, and the better 

firm you in it, pray entertain an able Chaplain. 
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166 She wou'd if She cou d. 
Lua. Cock. Certainly Fortune was never before ſo ynk; 
To the Ambition of a Lady. . 

Sir Foſ. Come, Boys, Faith, we will have a Dancebef 
We go to Bed-—=Sly Girl and Mad-cp, give me jo 
Hands, that I may give em to theſe Gentlemen, a paſ 
Shall join you e er long, and then you, wall have Authoj 
To Dance to ſome purpoſe: Brother Cockwood, take o 
Your Lady, I am for Miſtreſs Sentry. | 

"Well foot it, and ſide it, retty little Mi, 
And — we pro? nodes 2 . and kiſs 

Play away, Boys. | © [They Di 
Court. to Gat. Now ſhall I lep as little without yay 
I ſhou'd do with you: Madam. Expectation make 
Almoſt as reſtleſs as Jealouſie. Eq. 

Free. Faith, let us diſpatch this Bus'neſs: Vet I. 
Cou'd find the Pleaſure of waiting for a Diſh of Mea 
When a Man. was heartily hungry. 2 
S345. Marrying in this Heat wou'd look. as ill fight 

In your Drink. 

Aria. And be no more a proof of Love, than totht 
Of Valour. | "AER. 

Sir Feſ.. Never trouble your Heads further; fincel 
Perceive you are all agreed on the matter, let me ala 
Haſten the Ceremony: Come, Gentlemen, lead «a 
Their Chambers; Brother Cockwood, do you fhew ti 


- 


Way with your Lady. | 
Ha Miſtreſs Senery! | 
| 59 Month of. May, 


And down ſhe fell as wantonly, 


Hey Boys, lead away Boys. 


Sir Oliv. Give me thy Hand, my Virtuous, my! 
Heneeforwards may our mutual Loves increaſe, = 
And when we are a-bed we'll ſign the Peace. 
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To Her Royal Highneſs the 
DUTCHESS. 


MaDAMy, 


OETS, however they may 
be modeſt otherwiſe, have 17K 
always too good an Opini- = 
on of what they Write. 1 
The World, when it ſees 
this Play Dedicated to Tour 

ha Highneſs, will conclude, I have more 

an my ſhare of that Vanity. But I hope 
e Honour. I have of belonging to you, 

il excuſe my Preſumption. Tis the firſt 

ling I have produc'd in Your Service, and 

ly Duty Obliges me to what my Choice 
it not elſe have aſpir'd. 

am very ſenſible, Madam, how much 

s beholden to Your Indulgence, for the 

ucceſs it had in the Acting, and Your Pro- 

ion will be no leſs fortunate to it in the 

ting ; for all are ſo ambitious of ma- 
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8 De Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
king their Court to Vou, that none can be 
ſevere to what You are pleas'd to favour 

This Univerſal Submiſſion and Reſpe& ; 
duetotheGreatneſsof Y our Rank and Birth 


MS 
2 


but You have other Illuſtrious Qualit. | 
which are much more —_— Thol 5 
wou'd but dazzle, did not theſe really char. 7x: 
the Eyes and Underſtandings of all who hay; 2 
the Happineſs to approach You. 1 
Authors, on theſe Occaſions, are ner % 
wanting to publiſha Particular of their H 
tron's Virtues and Perfections; but Tour Rf” 
al Higbneſs's are ſo eminently known, th: 0 2575 
did I follow their Examples, I ſhou'd b an 
Paint thoſe Wonders here, of which ere 
one already has an Idea in his Mind. B * * 
ſides, I do not think it proper to aim at th | 22 
in Proſe, which is ſo glofidus a Subject e 
Verſe; in which hereafter if I ſhow uo 
Zieal than Skill, it will not grieve me muc at 
ſince I leſs paſſionately deſire to be eſteenlſ» r= 
a Poet, than to be thought, ag 7 

5 Hage 

Madam, —_— Fog 

Ven We 6 

ö Your Royal Highneſs's C ag 
Mr hour 0 

- Moſt humble, moſt obedient, if [of 2 
4 | d bar 

and moſt faithful Servant" * 

| oad. 

; Ul by youn 

L the Phy 


eorge Ether” = et 
Ge ge hoſe frie 
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By Sir Car Scroope, Baronet. 


| IKE Dancers on the Ropes poor Poets fare, 

Moſt periſh young, the reſt in Danger are; : 
This (ove won d think) ſhow d make our Authors wary, 
But, Gameſter like, the Giddy Fools miſcarry. 

( lucky Hand or two ſo tempts em on, 

They cannot leave off Play till they re undone. 
uh modeſt Fears a My does firſt begin, 

ie a young Wench newly entic'd to Sm: 
But tickl'd once with Praiſe, by her good Will, 


Ile wanton Fool wou d never more lye ſtill, 


old Miſtreſs you ll meet here to Night, 


Wie Charms you once have look d on with Delight; 
ow of late ſuch dirty Drabs have known ye, 


Muſe o th better ſort's aſham d to own you. 


luure well drawn, and Wit, muſt now give place 

gawdy Nonſenſe, and to dull Grimace : 

Ir is it ſtrange that you ſhou'd like ſo much 

Inge kind of Wit, for moſt of yours is ſuch. 

1 I'm afraid, that while to France we go, 

bring you home Fine Dreſſes, Dance, and Shom; 
e Stage, like you, will but more Foppiſh grow. 

f Foreign Wares why ſbou d we fetch the Scum, 

en we can be f richly ſeru'd at home? 

'r Heavn be thank'd tis not 6 wiſe an Age, 

ut your own Follies may ſupply the Stage. 

I often plow'd, there's no great fear the Soil 

ou d barren grow by the too frequent Toil 5 
le at your Doors are to be daily found 

uh Loads f Dunghil to manure the Ground, 

ls by your Follies that we Players thrive, 

b the Phyſicians by Diſekſes live. 


os as each Year ſome new Diftemper Reigns, 


heſe friendly Poiſon helps r'increaſe their Gains: 
| th | 
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So among you, there ſtarts up every Day, | 
Some new eo ny af” Fool i 270 Play. | 
Then for, your own Sakes be not top ſevere, 
Nor what you all Admire at home, Damn here. 
Since each ts fond of his own ugly Face, | 
Why aun d you, when we hold it, break the Glaſs? 


* 


Dramatis Perſonæ. \/ 


Mr. Dortmant, 
Mr. Medley, | 
Old Bellair, Gentlemen, 
Young Bellair, 
Sir F opling Flutter, 


Lady Townley, 
Emillia, . 
Airs. Love it, BD, 2 
Bellinda, Gentlewomen. 
Lady Woodvil, and 
Harriet her Daughter, 
Pert, and Buſie, Waitmg-Women, 
A Shoemaker. | | 
An Orange-Woman. 
| Three Slovenly Bullies, 
Two Chairmen. - 
Mr. Smirk, 4a Parſon. 
Handy, a Valet de Chambre. 
Pages, Footmen, &c. | 
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MAN of MODE; 


O R, 


Sir Fopling Flutter. 


ACT I SCENE K 


dCENE, A Dreſſin -Room, a Table covered. 
with a Toilet, Cloaths laid ready. 


Inter Dorimant in his Gown and Slippers, with a Note in 
his Hand made up, repeating Verſes... 


DORIMANT. 

WLSSGES OW for. ſome. Ages had the Pride of Spain, 
XII hal . NOT 

WWE ¶ Then looking on the Note. 
E For Mrs. Loveit. | 
RES What a dull infpid thing is a Billet-doux 
ritten in cold Blood, after the Heat of the 
Uneſs is over? It is a * upon good Nature which I 

5 


Have 
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| as : | 
178 The Man of Mode; or, 
Have here been labouring to pay, and have done it, but 
With as much Regret, as ever Fanatick pay d the Royal 
Aid, or Church Duties; twill have the ſame Fate, l 
Know, that all my Notes to her have bad of late, 'twill 
Not be thought kind enough. Faith Women are i the 
Right when they jealouſly examine our Letters, for in 
Them we always firſt diſcover pur Decay of Paſſion. 
Hey! Who waits! 
Enter Handy. 


Handy. Sir. 
Dor. Call a Footman. 
None of em are come yet. 

Dor. Dogs! will they ever lye ſnoring a- bed till 
Noon. | 

Handy. Tis all one, Sir: if they're up, you indulge 
Em fo, they're ever poaching after Whores all the 
Morning. 


Dor. Take Notice henceforward who's wanting in h 
Duty, the next Clap he gets, he ſhall rot for an Examyi 


What Vermia are thoſe Chattering without? 


Handy. Foggy Nan the Orange- Woman, and {mean 


Tom the Shoe- maker. 
Dor. Go; call in that over-grown Jade with the 
Flasket of Gutts before her. Fruit is refreſhing in a 
Morning. OP 
It is not that ] love you leſs 
Than when before your Feet I lay. 
| PPTP Woman. 
How now Double - Tripe, what News do you bring? 
Or. Vim. News ! Here's the beſt Fruit 


Morning, and bought all the Choice i'the Market. 
Dor. The naſty Refuſe of your Shop. 


You tis all culld Ware. 


Per. The Citizens buy better on a Holiday in their 


Walk to Tottenham. 


[ Exit Hand 


s come to 
Town t year; Gad I was up before Four a- Clock this 


Or. Nom. You need not make Mooths at it, I aſſure 


Or. Mom. Good or bad, *tis all one, I never knew It 
Commend any thing; Lord, wou'd the Ladics had ha 


You tall 


Give mi 
Dor. 
Or. V 
The like 
Tell you 
Town \ 
* Dor. 
Or. N 
You but 
This Pe 
Newingt 
Dor. 


Is ſome 
Having 
Adorn'd 
May loo 
At an ol 
Or. U 
Jou did 
; Dor. | 
Or. V 
Told m 
Next 81 
Dor. 
Fool'd, 


Hir Fopling Flutter. 179 
You talk of em as I have done: Here, bid your Mann 
Give me an Angel. [Sets down the Fruit. 

Dor. Give the Bawd her Fruit again. 

Or. Mm. Well, on my Conſcience, there never was 
The like of you, God's my Life, I had almoſt forgot to 
Tell you, there is a young Gentlewoman lately come to 
Town with her Mother, that is ſo taken with you. 

Dor. Is ſhe handfome ? | 8 

Or. Nom. Nay, Gad, there are few finer Women, I tell 
You but fo, and a hugeous Fortune, they ſay. Here, eat 
© This Peach, it comes from the Stone, tis better than any 
Newington y have taſted. 

Dor. This fine Woman, Til lay my Life, e 
[Taking the Peach. 
Is ſome aukward, ill-faſhion'd; Country Toad, who not 
Having above four dozen of black Hairs en her Head, has 
Adorn'd her Baldneſs with a large white Fruz, that ſhe 
May look fparkiſhly in the Fore-front of the King's Box, 
At an old Play. ; 
or. Nom. Gad, you'd change your Note quickly, it 
Jou did but ſee her. n 

Dor. 'Hew came ſhe to know me? 

Or. Mom. She ſaw you yeſterday at the Change; ſhe 
Told me you came and fool'd with the Woman at the 
Next Shop. | 1 | 

Dor. I remember there was a Maſque obſerv'd me indeed. 
Tool d, did ſhe ſay ? „ 

Or. Nom. Ay, I vow, ſhe told me twenty things you 
did too; and acted with her Head and with her Body ſo 


5 a 
Enter Medley 
Med. Dorimant, my Life, my Joy, my darling Sin; 
How do'ſt thou? | 
Or. Worm, Lord, what a filthy Trick theſe Men have 
Got of Kiſſing one another ! 1 (She ſpits, 
Med. Why do you ſuffer this Cart-load of Scandal to - 
me near you, and make your Neighbours think you 
9 improvident to need a Bawd? . | 
er. Pom. Good, now we ſhall have it, you did but 
(Wy Fant him to help you; come, pay me for my m—— 


% 


0 
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Med. Make us thankful for it, Huſwife, Bawds are 
As much out of Faſhion as Gentlemen Uſhers; none Haden 
But old Formal Ladies uſe the one, and none but Foppiſh 
Old Strangers employ the other; go, you are an 
0 Inſignificant Brandy Bottle. Have 

Dor. Nay, there you wrong her, three Quarts of 
Canary is her Buſineſs. | 

Or. Wom. What you pleaſe, Gentlemen. | 

Dor. To him, give him as as he brings. 

Or. Nom. Hang him, there is not ſuch another Heathen 
In the Town again, except it be the Shoe-maker without of the 

Med. I ſhall ſee you hold up your Hand at the Bar 
Next Seſſions for Murder, Huſwife ; that Shoe-maker cn of Hu 
Take his Oath you are in Fee with the Doctors to ſell 
Green Fruit to the Gentry, that the Crudities may 
Breed Diſeaſes. 5 

Or. Nom. Pray give me my Money. 


Dor. Not a Penny; when 7 bring the Gentlewomu Be 
Hither you ſpoke of, you fhall be _- Fred ir 
Or. Nom. The Gentlewoman! the Gentlewoman may MWWeutit 


Be as honeſt as your Siſter, for ought as I know. Pray 
Pay me, Mr. Dorimant, and do not abuſe me ſo; I have 
An honeſter Way of living, you know it. 
Med. Was there ever ſuch a reſty Bawd? 
Dor. Some Jade's Tricks ſhe has, but ſhe makes amend: 
When ſhe's in good Humour : Come, tell me the Lady! 
Name, and Handy ſhall pay you. Dn the 
Or, Nom. I muſt not, ſhe forbid me. | The D 
Dor. That's a ſure Sign ſhe wou'd have you. 
Med. Where does ſhe live? 
Or. Wom. They lodge at my Houſe. 
Med. Nay, then ſhe's in a hopeful Way. | 
Or. Nom. Good Mr. Medley, ſay your Pleaſure of ms, 
But take heed how you affront my Houſe; God's my Life 
In a hopeful Way! | | 02D 
Dor. Pr'ythee Peace, what Kind of Woman's the Mother! Dor. 
Or. Vom. A goodly grave Gentle woman. Lord how Wo kno 
She talks againſt the wild young Men o'the Town; 25 Me 
For your Part, ſhe thinks you an arrant Devil; * 0 To 


4 
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the ſee you, on my Conſcience ſhe wou d look if you 
Had not a Cloven-foot. | | 
Dor. Does ſhe know me? * 40 
or. Nom. Only by Hearſay; a thouſand horrid Stories 
Pave been told her of you, and ſhe believes em all. 
Med. By the Character, this ſhou'd be the Famous 
Lady Woodvil, and her Daughter Harriet. 
Or. Nom. The Devil's in him for gueſſing, I think. 
Dor. Do you know 'em? ö 3 
Med. Both very well; the Mother's a great Admirer 
of the Forms and Civility of the laſt Age. - 
Dor. An antiquated Beauty may be allow'd to be out 
Of Humour at the Freedoms of the preſent. This is 
A good Account of the Mother; pray what is the 
Daughter ? | 
Med. Why, firſt ſhe's an Heireſs vaſtly Rich. 
Dor. And Handſome? | | 
Med. What Alteration a Twelve-month may have 
Fred in her I know not, but a Year ago ſhe was the 
kautifulleſt Creature I ever ſaw; a fine, eaſie, clean 
we, light-brown Hair in abundance; her Features 
ular, her Complexion clear and lively, large wanton 
Eres; but above all, a Mouth that has made me Kiſs it a 
ouſand times in Imagination, Teeth white and even, 
nd pretty pouting Lips, with a little Moiſture ever 
ging on them, that look like the Province Roſe freſh 
u the Buſh, e' er the Morning Sun has quite drawn up 
The Dew. 5 49 
Dor. Rapture, meer Rapture! 2 | 
Or. Nam. Nay, Gad, he tells you true, ſhe's a Delicate 
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ature. 

Dor. Has ſhe Wit? 2 

Med. More than is uſual in her Sex, and as much 

lice, Then ſhe's as wild as you wou'd wiſh her, and 

l Demureneſs in her Looks that makes it ſo {i izing. 
Dor. Fleſh and Blood cannot hear this, and not | 


o know her, $457 r 
" Med. J wonder what makes her Mother bring her up 


o Town; an old doating K b J 
8e u ire G 6 oating Keeper enn e more jealous 


* 


Or. Nom, 
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Of. Mom. She made me Laugh yeſterday ; there was | 
A Judge came to viſit em, and the old Man, ſhe told me, M ) 
Did ſo ſtare upon her, and when he ſaluted her Smack d W# Ple 
So heartily; who wou'd think it of 'em? ng 

Med. -a-mercy, Judge. his B. 
Dor. Do 'em right, the Gentlemen of the long Robe Nad 

Have not been wanting by their good Examples to If ſome 


Countenance the crying Sin o the Nation. Note v. 
Med. Come, on with your Trappings, tis later than P. 
You imagine. 5 Med. 
Dor. Call in the Shoe- maker, Handy. Dor. 
Or. Nom. Good Mr. Dorimant pay me; Gad, I had _ 

{ 


rather give you my Fruit, than ſtay to be abus'd by that 
Foul-mouth'd Rogue; what you Gentlemen ſay it mate 
Not much, but ſuch a dirty Felluw does one more 
Diſgrace. 


2 


Dor. Give her ten Shillings, and be ſure you tell the 

Young Gentlewoman I mult be acquainted with her. 

Or. Nom. Now do you long to be tempting this p 
Creature, Well, Heav'ns mend you. ns 


im in 
If mak. 
ulen, © 
Med. 

Miſchief 
[| about 
That * 


Nied. Farewell, Bogg.— [Ex. Or. Wom. and Hand bee 
Dorimant, when did you ſee your Pis aller, as you al 80 
Her, Mrs. Loveit? . = 


Dor. Not theſe two Days. 

Med. And how ſtand Afſairs between you? 

Dor. There has been great patching of late, much 2 
We make a ſhift to hang together. Eo” 

Med. I wonder how her mighty Spirit bears it. 
Dor. Ill enough on all Conſcience, I never knew ſo 
Violent a Creature. 


Med. She's the moſt paſſionate in her Love, and tis 5 

. Moſt extravagant in her Jealouſie of any Woman I ee och 
Heard of. What Note is that? g . ene 
Dor. An Excuſe I am going to ſend her for the i... © 
Neglect I am guilty of. 3 lle 155 
Med. Pr'ythee read it. 1 n 
Dor. No, but if you will take the Pains you may. Npoud A 

| Medley Reads. | W's to 91 

I never was a Lover of Buſmeſs, but now I have 4 led. Þ 


Reaſon to hate it, ſince it has kept me theſe two Days / 
: . 
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ing Jou. 1 intend to wait upon you in the Afternoon, and in 
. Llaſure of your aer wg forget all I have ſuſfer a 
ing this tedious Abſence. | 
vis Buſineſs of yours, Dorimant, has been with a 
hard at the Play-houſe, I have had an Eye on you. 
Wi me malicious Body ſhou'd betray you, this kind 
Note wou'd hardly make your Peace with her. 
Dor. I deſire no better. 
Med. Why, wou'd her Knowledge of it oblige you? 
Dor. Moſt infinitely ; next to the coming to a good 
nderſtanding with a new Miſtreſs, I love a Quarrel with 
1 old one; but the Devil's in't, there has been ſuch a 
Im in my Affairs of late, I have not had the Pleaſure 
ff making a Woman ſo much as break her Fan, to be 
len, or forſwear her ſelf, theſe three Days. 
Med. A very great Misfortune; let me ſee, I love 
Miſchief well enough, to forward this Buſineſs my ſelf ; 
|| about it preſently, and though I know the Truth ot 
Flat y'ave done will ſet her a raving, I'll heighten it a 
tle with Invention, leave her in a Fit o'the Mother, 
A be here again before y are ready. 
Dor. Pray ſtay, you may ſpare your ſelf the Labour, 
tc Buſineſs is undertaken already by one who will 
nage it with as much Addreſs, and F think with a 
tte more Malice than you can, | 
Med. Who i'the Devil's Name can this be! 
1 Why the Vizard, that very Vizard you ſaw me 
1 
Med. Does ſhe love Miſchief ſo well, as to betray her 
f to ſpight another ? | 
Dor. Not ſo neither, Medley. I will make you 
Imprehend the Myftery ; this Mask, for a farther 
onfirmation of what I have been theſe two days 
nearing to her, made me yeſterday at the Play- houſe 
ike her a Promiſe before her Face, utterly to break off 
th Loveit; and becauſe ſhe tenders my Reputation, and 
You'd not have me do a barbarous thing, has contriv'd 2 
May to give me a handſom Occaſion. 
Meg, Very good, 


a 
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Dor. She intends, about an Hour before me, this 
Afternoon to make Loveit a Vi it, and (having the 
Privilege, by reaſon of a profeſs d Friendſhip between'en 
To talk of her Concerns. 
Med. Is the a Friend? 
Dor. Oh, an intimate Friend! 
Med. Better and better; pray proceed. 
Dor. She means in ſenſibly to inſinuate a Diſcourſe of 
Me, and artificially raiſe her Jealouſie to ſuch a height, 
That tranſported with the firſt Motions of her Paſſion, 
She ſhall flye upon me with all the Fury imaginable, 2 
Soon as ever | enter ; the Quarrel being thus happily poo 
Begun, I am to play my Part, confeſs and juſtifie all i Dor. 
Roguery, ſwear her Impertinence and ill Humour mak 
Her intolerable, tax her with the next Fop that comes 
Into my Head, and in a Huff march away; {light her, 
And leave her to be taken by whoſoever thinks it wort 
His Time to lye down before her. "HT 
Ned. This Vizard is a Spark, and has a Genius that 
Makes her worthy of your ſelf, Dorimant. Dor, 8 
Euer Handy, Shoemaker, and Foot- man 
Dor. You Rogue there, who ſneak like a Dog thath 
Flung down a Diſh, if you do not mend your waiting be 
Uncaſe you, and turn you looſe to the Wheel of Fortw 
Handy, ſeal this, and let him run with it preſently. conte1 
2 5 [ Ex. Handy and Foot-· mi 
Med. Since y are reſolv d on a Quarrel, why do you Med. 
Send her this kind Note? comb 
Dior. To keep her at home in order to the Buſineſs, Mſflation 
How now, you drunken St? ' [ the Shoomakd Hoon. 
Shoom. Zbud, you haye no reaſon to talk, I have 
Had a Bottle of Sack of yours in my Belly this Fortnigii ning 
Med. The Orange Woman ſays, your Neighbours 
Take notice what a Heathen you are, and deſign to fer; d 
- Inform the etna, wag have you burn'd for an Atheiſt. W 
Shoom. Damn her, Dunghil, if her Husband does nc 
Remove her, ſhe ſtinks {o, the Pariſh intend to Indit 
Him for a Nuſance. 
Med. I adviſe you like a Friend, reform your Life, eyer mii 
You have brought the Envy of the World upon you, 


v many 
Inſte:d « 
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y ling above your ſelf. Whoring and Swearing are, 
ices too gentile for a Shoomaker. SE 12 be 
gloom. Zbud, I think you Men of Quality will grow 


bins o'the Nation; poor Folks can no ſooner be wicked, 
it they're rail'd at by their Betters, tubes. 

Dor. Sirrah, I'll have you ſtand i'the Pillory for this 
libel, | 1 | | 
Shvom. Some of you deſerve it, I'm ſure; there are 

v many of em, that our Journeymen, now-a-days, 
iſte:d of harmleſs Ballads, ſing nothing but your damn'd. 
mpoons. | | 

Dr. Our Lampoons, you Rogue ? 
Shom. Nay, good Maſter, why ſhou'd not you 

Frite your own Commentaries, as well as Ceſar ? 

Med, The Raskal's read, I perceive. | 

Shoom. You know the old Proverb, Ale and Hiſtory: 
Dor. Draw on my Shoos, Sirrah | 
doom. Here's a Shoo ! | 

Dor, Sits with more Wrinkles than there are in an 

ny Bully's Forehead, . | 
Soom. *Zbud, as ſmooth as your Miſtreſs's Skin does 
han her; ſo, ſtrike your Foot in home. Zbud, if e er 
Monſieur of em all make more faſhionable Ware, I'll 
_ — have my Ears whipp'd off with my own 
ring-Knife. | 
Med. And ſerv'd"up in a Ragouſt, inſtead of 

1 to a Company of French Shoomakers, for « 
lation. | oh 2 

doom. Hold; hold, damn em, | 


Caterpillars, let em 

&d upon Cabbidge; come, Maſter, your Health this 
ming next my Heart now. A 

Dor, Go, get you home, and govern your Family 
iter ; do not let your Wife follow you to the 

cy beat your Whore, and lead you home in 
doom. Zbud, there's never a Man b the Town lives 

Ne like a Gentleman, with his Wife, than I do. I 
er mind her Motions, ſhe never inquires into mine ; 
e peak to one another civilly, hate one another ©. + 


; unreaſonable as the Women; you wou'd ingroſs the 
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Heartily, and becauſe tis vulgar to lye and ſoak togeth 
We have each of us our ſeveral Settio-bed. 


al with 


10 Bone 

Dor. Give him half a Crown. | Fell, P 
Med. Not without he will promiſe to be bloody 1 ther 
.D runk. : 3 Dor. [ 
Shoom. Tope's the Word i'the Eye of the World, Mhring 
For my Maſter's Honour, Robin roubleſ 


Dor. Do not Debauch my Servants, Sirrah. 


Shoom. J only tip him the Wink; he knows an Handy 


Alc-houſe from a Hovil. | [ Exit Shoomi Dor. I 
Dor. My Cleaths, quickly. | | ;ndal t 
Med. Where ſhall we Dine to Day? ” Handy, 
Dor. Where you will; here comes a good third Murer? 

Enter Bellair. Dor, 1 


Bell. Your Servant, Gentlemen. 
. Med. Gentle Sir, how will you anſwer this Viſit to 
_ Your honourable Miſtreſs ? *Tis not her Intereſt you 
Shou'd keep Company with Men of Senſe, who wil 
Talking Reaſon. 5 
Bell. J do not fear her Pardon, do you but grant me 
Yours, for my Neglect of late. | | 
Med. Though y ave made us miſerable by the wat 
Your good Company; to ſhow you I am free from ii 
. Reſentment, may the Beautiful Cauſe of our Missoni 
. Give you all the Joys happy Lovers have ſhar'd ever 
Since the World began. | 
Bell. You wiſh me in Heay'n, but you believe met 
_My Journey to Hell. 
Nied. You have a good ſtrong Faith, and that may 
Contribute much towards your Salvation. I conteb! 
Am but of an untoward Conſtitution, apt to have Uo 
And Scruples, and in Love they are no leſs diſtractiaß 
Than in Religion; were I fo. near Marriage, I ſhoud 
Cry out by Fits as I ride in my Coach, Cuckold, 
Cuckold, with no leſs Fury than the mad Fanatick d 
Glory in Bethlem. | | 
Bell. Becauſe Religion makes ſome run mad, mut 
Live an Atheiſt ? 1 
. .__Med. Is it not great Tndiſcretion for a Man of a 
Who men have Mony enough on his Word, to go 4 
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«with Fews, who for little Sums make Men enter 
w Bonds, and give Judgment ? 
gell. Preach no more on this Text, I am determin'd, 
xd there is no hope of my Converſion, | 
Dor, Leave your unneceſſary Fiddling; a Waſp that's 
ming about a Man's Noſe at Dinner, is not more 
wubleſome than thou art. | 
[To Handy, whe is fiddling about him. 
Handy. You love to have your Cloaths hang juſt, Sir. 
Dir. I love to be well dreſs'd, Sir; and think it no 
ndal to my Underſtanding. | 
Handy, Will you uſe the Eſſence, or Orange-flower 
[ater ? 
Dor. I will ſmell es I do to Day, no Offence to the 
97s Noſes. | 
Handy, Y our Pleaſure, Sir. 
Dir. That a Man's Excellency fhou'd lye in neatly 
ing of a Ribbond, or a Cravat! How careful's Nature 
furniſhing the World with neceſſary Coxcombs ? 
Bell, That's a mighty pretty Suit of yours, Dorimant. 
rr. I am glad't = your Approbation. 13 
All. No man in Town has a better Fancy in his 
ths than you have. I 
Dor. You will make me have an Opinion of my Genius, 
Med. There is a great Critick, I hear, in theſe 
iters lately arriv'd piping hot from Paris, 
Bell, Sir 1 Flutter, you mean. 
Med. The ſame. 
Bell, He thinks himſelf the Pattern of Modern 
Untry, | | 
Dor. He is indeed the Pattern of Modern F D 
Med. He was yeſterday at the Play, with a Pair o 
ores up to his Elbows, and a Perriwig more exactly 
d than a Lady's Head newly drefs'd for a Ball. 
Bell. What a pretty Liſp he has! hs 
Dor, Ho! that he affects in Imitation of the People of 
15 . France. 
d. His Head ſtands for the moſt part on one ſide, 
id his Looks are more languiſhing than a Lady's when 
OE : - S 
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She lolls at ſtretch in her Coach, or leans her Head 
Careleſly againſt the fide of a Box i the Play-houſe. 
Dior. He is a Perſon indeed of great acquir'd Follies 
Nied. He is like many others, beholden to his 
Education for making him ſo eminent a Coxcomb; m 


. War 
jnted. 
þ 25 the 
xd, lik 


A Fool had been loſt to the World, had their indulpen{ifſ#4: Si 
Parents wiſely beſtow'd neither Learning nor good | 
Breeding on 'em. . Gent 
Bell. He has been, as the ſparkiſh Word is, brisk u * 
The Ladies already ; he was yeſterday at my Aunt r, He's 
Townley's, and gave Mrs. Loveit a Catalogue of his py werab 
Qualities, under the Character of a Compleat Gentlen 
Who, according to Sir Fopling, ought to Dreſs well, DB Eve! 
Well, Fence well, have a Genius for Love-Letters, wii” Imp 
Agreeable Voice for a Chamber, be very Amorous, 5 
"— Diſcreet, but not over Conſtant. "ot 
ed. I 7 100 Ken thin 
* retty ngredients to make an accompliſhd I our 
Dor. I am glad he pitch'd upon Loveit. ome 
Bell. How b? - ap 4 - 
Dor. I wanted a Fop to lay to her Charge, and ti , -* 
As pat may be. | *= Y : , Ath 
Bell. Tam confident ſhe loves no Man but you. Wiſe" 
Dor. The good Fortune were enough to make m 5 Se 


But that I am in my Nature modeſt. 
Bell. Hark you, Dorimant, with your leave, Mr. M. 
. Tis only a Secret concerning a Fair Lady. 
Med. Your good Breeding, Sir, gives you too mud 
I you might have whiſper'd without all thi 


| Bel. Howe ſtand your Affairs with Bellinda of lat 


| | | - [To Dorin 

Dor. She's a little Jilting B LEE: © 

Bell. Nay, I believe her falſe enough, but ſhe's ne 
The worſe for your purpoſe; ſhe was with you yell 
In a Diſguiſe ar the Play. OF 
Dor. There we fell out, and reſoly'd never to ff 
One another more. 
Bell. The Occaſion? 


7 
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Want of Courage to meet me at the Place 

inted, Theſe young Women apprehend Loving, as 

\ 25 the young Men do Fighting at firſt; but once 

74, like them too, they all turn Bullies ſtraight. 
Euer Handy to Bellair. | 

(dy. Sir, your Man without deſires to ſpeak with 


il. Gentlemen, I'll return immediately. [Ex. Bellair. 
A very pretty Fellow this. 

„ He's Handſom, well Bred, and by much the 
tolerable of all the young Men that do not abound 


t. | 
Ever well Dreſs'd, always Complaiſant, and 
n Impertinent ; you and he are grown very intimate, 


7. It is our mutual Intereſt to be ſo; it makes the 
n think the better of his Underſtanding, and judge 
fwourably of my Reputation; it makes him paſs 
me for a Man of very good Senſe, and me upon 
For a very civil Perſon. 

What was that Whiſper? 1 

A thing which he wou'd fain have known, but 1 
lt think it fit to tell him; it might have frighted 
rom his honourable Intentions of Marrying. 

i Emilia, give her her due, has the belt 

ion of any young Woman about the Town, who 
beauty enough to provoke Detraction; her Carriage 


ietending like the Counter feits of the Age. 
She's a diſcreet Maid, and I believe nothing can 
A Hus bande | 


. 1 * 


i difficulty of loſing a Maiden - head, who have 
ards made none of a Cuckold. is 
This prudent Conſideration, I am apt to, think, 


. 


tion he has taken. 


"ite ſhe yras in, has made 
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tected, her Diſcourſe modeſt, not at all Cenſorious, 


Ves, a Husband; I have known many Women 


Pade you confirm poor Belair in. the deſperate 
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\ ladeed the little hope I found there was of her- 
him by my Advice! 
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Contribute ſomething towards the changing of her 


- Condition, 


h ”T Enter Bellair. 
Dear Bellair, by Heav'ns I thought we nad loſt thee, 
Men in Love are never tobe reckon'd on when we wc 
Form a Company. | | 
Bell. Dorimant, I am undone; my Man has brough 
The moſt ſurpriſing News i'the World 
Dor. Some ſtrange Misfortune is befaln your Lope, 
Bell. My Father came to Town laſt Night, and 
Lodges i'the very Houſe where Emilia lyes. 
Meg. Does he know it is with her you are in Loye 
Bell. He knows I love, but knows not whom, wit 
Some officious Sot has betray'd me. 
Dar. Your Aunt Townley is your Confident, and 
Favours the Bufineſs. 

Bell. I do not apprehend any ill Office from her; 1 
Have receiv'd a Letter, in which I am commanded b 
My Father to meet him at my Aunt's this Afternoon; 
He tells me farther, he has made a Match for me, an 
Bids me reſolve to be obedient to his Wall, or expe 
Be dilinkerited. Be ee | 

Med. Now's your Time, Bellair, never had Lon 
Such an Opportunity of giving a generous Proof of 
Paſſion. | 

Bell. As how, I pray? | 

Med. Why, hang an Eſtate, marry Emilia out of 
Hand, bays 04 your Father to do what he thre 
?Tis but 1 Coach, humbling your ſelf to al 
Of Goloſhoees, being out of Countenance when you 
Meet your Friends, pointed at and pitied where-cver 
Go by all the Amorous Fops that know you, and yo 
Fame will be Immortal. | 1 

Bell. I cou d find in my Heart to reſolve not to mal 


At all. | 


© Dov. Vis, fie, dat would ſhoil a good Jeſt, and 
Diſappoint-the well-natar'd Town of an vecaſion of 


Laughi 


8 deen 
224 This Stara 1 have fo dong erpeckel hangs of 
My Mead; and begins do pour down upon Bn 5 un | 


_ Sir Fopling Flutter. 19 
Rack, and can have no Reſt till I'm fatisfied in 
u fear; where do you Dine? 
wr, At Long's, or Locker's. ; 
ved. At Long's let it be. a 
Þl, Ill run and ſee Emilia, and inform my ſelf how 
s ſtand; if my Misfortunes are not ſo great as to 
e me unfit for Company, I'll be with you. Ex. Bellair. 
Enter a Footman with a Letter. | 
wm. Here's a Letter, Sir. [To Dorimant. / 
y. The Superſcription's right: For Mr. Dorimant. | 
ed, Let's ſee, the very Scrawl and Spelling of a 


U bred Whor ©, E 7 
I. 1 know the Hand; the Stile is admirable, I aſſure 
„ Prigthee read it. 


Dorimant Reads, 
I you you dud not love me, if you dud you wou d have 
ln me again e er now; I have no Mony, and am v 
colly; pray ſend me a Guynie to ſee the Operies. 
7 Your Servant to Command, 
Molly. 


ot, Pray let the Whore have a favourable Anſwer, 
x ſhe may Spark it in a Box, and do Honour to her 

v. She Thall, and perk up i'the Face of Quality. 

e Coach at Door? 5 
Indy. You did not bid me ſend for it. | 
Eternal Blockhead! Handy offers t go our! 
14 Did you call me, Sir? 

Ir. I hope you have no juſt Exception to the Name; 


dy." Not ſo much as a Flie ĩn Winter How did 


— 


| 
4 
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Dor. I ride the Elephant, if I pleaſe, Sir; call 
Another Chair, and let my Coach follow to Long's. 


3 1 ye great T Nr. + Ex. foi 


Fu Y 


* 


Act II. 


Enter Lady Townley and Emilia 


Town. Was afraid, Emilia, all had been diſcover. 
5 Emil. 1 tremble with the Apprehenſion fil 
' Town, That my Brother ſhou'd take Lodgings i'the 
Very Houſe where you lye! 
Emil, "Twas lucky, _ had timely-notice to wan 
| People to be ſecret. He ſeemsto be a mighty good 
Humour d old Man. 
. Town. He ever had a notable ſmerking way with k 
Emil. He calls me Rogue, tells me he can't abide x | 
And does fo be- pat me. 

Dun. On my Word you are much in his Favour | 

Emil. He hs been very inquiſitive, I.am told, 

* y Ts my Reputation, - and my Fortune. 

Town., I am confident he does not i the leaſt fag 

| You are the Woman his Son's in Love with, . 
Emil, What ſhou'd make him then inform hi bimſel 
Particularly of me? JO 
| Town, He was always of a very loving Temper hinl 
e NC 
Emil, It cannot be 3 
Enter young Bellair. 

Town. Here comes my Nephew. "Where did yo 
Leave your Father? 

V. Bell. Writing a Note within. Toe ter 
Viſit 8 a8 1 Love ealouſie wou' not 
Reſt 3 ; 1 

Emil. The Knowledge I have of my Rina, gires 
A little Cauſe to fear your Conſtancy | 

Y. Bell Ly Comfy r 7 


_ 


"Sir F opling Flinter: - 1 


N 


ou: Farr ants "his Day?” 

v. Bell. I am not: but when vious: in ge | 

were an idle thing to fright our ſelves with the nn . 

f ſudden Death. 9 . 
Town. Pray what has paſe'd Baden you and your. » 

ther i'the Garden. 15 

V. Bell. He's firm in his Reſolution, tells me I a 

ry Mrs. Harriet, or ſwears he'll marry himſelf, and 

inherit me; when I ſaw I cou'd not prevail with him to 

more indulgent, I diſſembled an Obedience to his Will, 

ich has compos'd his Paſſion, and will give us DMG: | 

d hope Opportunity to deceive him. 8 

Enter Ol Bellair, with a Note in his Hand. 

Inn. Peace, hete he comes. 5 

O. Bell. Harry, take this, and let your 1 carry. it | 

x me to Mr. Fowrbes's Chamber, my Lawyer, i the 

wple, Neighbour, a-dod'T am ESE to ſee thee here; 

1 Emilia. 

much of her, Siſter, ſhe's.one of the belt of your | 

uintance ; I-like her Countenance and her Behaviour 

B nk wing Modeſty that i is not-common i this Age, 

I, Tre Value, Brother, and eftcem her & 

CT ing You „ 

9. Bell, Adviſe her to wear a little. more Mirth i in ber 

t, 3-dod ſhe's too ſerious. 

lon. The Fault is very Schilde: in a young Woman, 

Bell. Nay, +dod, I like her ner the worſe, a 
wcholly Beauty has her Charms; I love a pretty 

ls in a Face which varies now and then, like by 
veable Colours; i into a Smile. 5 

Im. Methinks you ſpeak very ae Rancher = 

þ Bell, I am but Fiye and Fifty, Siſter, you know, 

Ape not altogether unſenſible ! Chear up Sweet 


| 
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You. —— Harry, come, you [ Enter young Bell 
Muſt along with me to my Lady Hoodvill's, 1 90 


To ſlip the Boy at a Miſtreſs. BY! 1 
Y. Bell, At a Wife, Sir, you wou'd ſay. . 
O. Bell. You need not look ſo grum, Sir, a Wiſe is . 


Curſe when ſhe brings the Bleſſing of a good Eſtate y 
Her; but an idle Town Flurt, with a painted Face, 3 
Rotten Reputation, and a craſie Fortune, a-dod, is the 
e and fuch a oe I hear you are in League 
Wir : X : / 
V. Bell. I cannot help Dettaction, Sir. 

© O. Bell. Out, a piſe o their Breeches, there are kee 
Fools enough for ſuch flaunting Baggages, and they ar 
E'en too good for em. Remember Night. [To Em 
60, yare a Rogue, y'we a Rogue; fare you well, fax 

You well; come, come, come along, Sir. 
. Ex. Old and You | 


Town. On my Word the Old Man comes on apace; 7p 
Ill ay my Life he's ſmitten, | . ben 
Ei. This is nothing but the Pleaſantneſs of his Hum 8 


Town. I know him better than you, let it work, it 
May prove lucky.. 2 | | 
| Enter 4 Page. TIO 

Page. Madam, Mr. Medley has ſent to know whe 
A Vifit will not be troubleſome this Afternoon? 

Town. Send him Word his Viſits never are ſo: [ Ex. 

Emil. He's a very pleaſant Man. 

Town. He's a very neceſlary Man among us Womal 
He's not ſcandalous i the leaſt, perpetually contriviagt 
Bring good Company together, and always ready to 
Up a Gap at Ombre; then he knows all the little 
News 'the Town. 

Emil. I love to hear him talk o'the Iatrigues; let '« 
Be never fo dull in themſelves, he i make em pleaſant 
Relation. . vl LE 
Town, But he improves things ſo much one can tak 
Meaſure of the Truth from him. Mr. Dorimant ſue 
y Flea 5 Maggot 323238 * by 
Magnifying Glats, a Story is by his telling it. 


- Enter Medley. 
ou Two. Mr. Medley. EE, : 
Med. Your Servant, Madam. off 
un. You have made A ſelf a Stranger of late. 
Emil. I believe you took a Surfeit of Omòre haſt rime | 
qu were here. . 
Med. Indeed T had my Belly full of that Termagant 
dy Dealer; there never was ſo unſatiable à Carder, an 
1 Glecker never lov'd to fit to't like her; I have play d 
ch her now at leaſt a Dozen times, till ſne as worn 
ut il her fine Complexion, and her Tour wou'd keep 
Curl no longer. 5 
In. Blame her not, poor Woman, ſhe loves nothing 
well as a black Ace. | | 
Med. The Pleaſure I have ſcen her in,when ſhe has had 
pe in drawing for a Matadore, | 
Emil. *Tis as pretty Sport to her, as perſuading Masks. 
fis to you to make Diſcoveries. - 
In. Pray, where's your Friend, Mr. Dorimant ? 
Wd. Solliciting his Affairs; he's a Man of great 
yment, has more Miſtreſſes now depend „than 
E moſt Eminent Lawyer in England has Cauſes. 
ini, Here has been Mrs. Loveit, fo uneaſie and out 
[amour theſe two Days. 


f Woman! . 

Meg, She cou'd not have pick d out a Devil upon 

ſth ſo proper to torment her, he has made her break 

ken or two of Fans already, tear half a Score Points in 
ces, and deſtroy Hoods and Knots without number. 
8 heard of a pleaſant Serenade he gave her 
der Nignt. i | 

Med. A Daniſh Serenade, with Kettle-Drums and 


pets. 

l. Oh barbarous! | | 
Hed. What, you are of the number of the Ladies, 
loſe Ears are grown ſo delicate fince our Opera's, 
{car be charm'd with nothing but Flute Doux, and 
wel Hautboys. | | 
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Ims, How ſtrangely Love and Jealouſie rage in that 


K 2 2 Emil. 


196 The Man of Mode; or, 
Emil. Leave your Raillery, and tell us, is there any 
New Wit come forth, Songs or Novels? 


Med. A very pretty Piece of Gallantry, by an Emine 


Author, call d, Diverſions of Bruxells, very neceſſir 
To be read by all old Ladies, who are deſirous to 
Improve themſelves at Queſtions and Commands, 
Blindman's Buff, and the like faſhionable Recreations. 

Emil. Oh ridiculous! f 

Med. Then there is the Art of Affectation, written 
By alate Beauty of Quality, teaching you how to dray 
Up your Breafts, ſtretch up your Neck, to thruſt out 
Your Breech, to play with your Head, to toſs up you 
Nofe, to bite your Lips, to turn up your Eyes, to ſpe: 
In a filly ſoft Tone of a Voice, and uſe all the fooliſh 
French Words that will infallibly make your Perſon and 
Converſation charming, with a ſhort Apology at the 
Latter End, in the Behalf of young Ladies who notoric 
Waſh and Paint, though they have naturally good 
Complexions. . 

Emil. What a deal of Stuff you tell us? 

Med. Such as the Town affords, Madam, The 


Ruſſians 1 the great Reſpect we haye for Forem 


Dancing, have lately ſent over ſome of their beſt Balu 
Who are now practiſing a famous Ballat, which wilb 
Suddenly danc'd at the Bear-Garden, 
Town. Pray forbear your idle Stories, and give us u 
Account of the State of Love, as it now ſtands. 
Med. Truly there has been ſome Revolutions in thei 
Affairs, great chopping and changing among the ol 
Some new Lovers, whom Malice, Indiſcretion and 
Misforrune, have luckily brought into play. 
4 Town. _ rep e _— walking into the 2 
oom, and fitting down before you engage in this 
Buſineſs? a a 
Med. Ill wait upon you, and I hope (though Wo 
Are commonly unreaſonable) by the plenty of Scandal 
I ſhall diſcover, to give you yery good Content, 11 
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SCENE. 
Enter Mrs. Loveit and Pert. 


[ Mrs. Loveit putting up 4 Letter, then pulling 
| out her Pocket-Glaſs, and looking in it. 


Lov. Pert. 
Pet, Madam. | | 

Iv, I hate my ſelf, I look fo ill to-day. | 
It. Hate the wicked Cauſe on't, that baſe Man, 

, Dorimant, who makes you torment and vex your 
Wl continually. - _ | 

Wi, He is to blame, indeed. 
To blame! to be two Days without ſending, 
ing, or coming near you, contrary to his Oath and 
erant! *rwas to much purpoſe to make him ſwear; 

WW my Life there's not an Article but he has broken, 
WG to the Vizards i'the Pit, waited upon the Ladies 
che Boxes to their Coaches; gone behind the 

, and fawn'd upon thoſe little inſignificant Creatures, 
Players; tis impoſlible for a Man of his inconſtant 
per to forbear, I'm ſure, 5 
v. I know he is a Devil, but he has ſomething of 
Angel yet undefac d in him; which makes him ſo 
ming and agreeable, that I muſt love him be he 

fr ſo Wickel e 

n. I little thought, Madam, to ſee your Spirit 

Kd to this degree, who baniſh'd poor Mr. Lackwie 
for taking up another Lady's Fan in your Preſence.- 
My knowing of ſuch odious Fools, contributes 
te making of me love Dorimant the better. 

N. Your knowing of Mr. Dorimant, in my Mind, 
Id rather make you hate all Mankind. © - 
So it does, beſides himſelf. 


. Pray, what Excuſe does he make in his Letter? 


= 


% ” 


„He has had Bulineſs. we: | 

- Buſineſs in general Terms would net have been 
mant Excuſe for another; a modiſh Man is always 
dulie when he is in Purſuit of a new Miſtreſs. 


. 
K 3 Lov. 
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Lov. Some Fop has brib'd you to rail at him; 
Buſineſs, I will believe it, and will fergive him. 

Pert. You may forgive him any thing, but I ſhall 
Never forgive him his turning me into Ridicule, as 1 he 
He does. | 

Tov. I perccive you are of the number of thoſe Fog 
His Wit has made his Enemies. 
Pert. | am of the number of thoſe he's pleas'd to fal 
Madam; and if we may believe Mr. Wag fan and 
Mr. Caper woll, he ſometimes makes merry with your 
Too, among his laughing Companions. - 

Lav. Blockheads are as malicious to witty Men, as 
Ugly Women are to the handſome; *ris their Intereſt, 2 
They make it their Buſineſs to defame em. 

Pert. I wiſh Mr. Dorimant wou'd not make it his 
Buſineſs to defame you. | 

Lov. Should he, I had rather be made infamous by 
Him, than owe my Reputation to the dull Diſcretion « 
Thoſe Fops you talk of. Bellizda! [ Ryoraning to 


he had was 
Chew * 
Dead; 
bis is 
Ir, ſuc 


Ent er Bellinda, ich cc 
Bell. My Dear! ; bv, J 
Lov. You have been unkind of late. Mot: d 


Bell. Do not fay unkind, fay unhappy; - 

Lov. 1 could chide you, here have you been the 
Twa Days? & a 

Bell. Pity me rather, my Dear, where J have been 
Tir'd with two or three Country Gentlewomen, who 
8 has been more unſufferable than a Count 

1 . | | 
Lou. Are they Relations? * 

Bell, Ng, Welch Acquaintance I made When I wa 
Laſt Year at St. Winefred's, they have ask'd me a tho 
Queſtions of the Modes and Intrigues of the Town, 
I have told em almoſt as many things for News, that 
Hardly were ſo when their Gowns were in Faſhion. 

Lov. Provoking Creatures, how cou'd you endure | 


Bell. Now to carry on my Plot; nothing but Love I vx 
Could make me capable of ſa much Falſſood. [4 

"Tis time to begin, left Dorimant ſhould come before v. we 

Jealoutic has Hung her. Langhs, and then [peat I my r 

| enc 
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I 2s yeſterday at a Play with em, where I was fain to 
ew em the living, as the Man at Het minſter does the 
Ned; that is Mrs. ſuch a one admired for her Beauty ; ' 
tis is Mr. ſuch a one cry'd up for a Wit; that is ſparkiſh 
jr, ſuch a one, who keeps Reverend Mrs ſuch a one; and 
ere fits fine Mrs. ſuch a one, who was lately caſt off by 
Lord ſuch a one. | 
. Did you ſee Dorimant there? 
Bell, I did, and imagine you were there with him, 
a bave no mind to own it. 
Liv. What ſhould make you think fo? 
Zell, A Lady mask d in a pretty Difhabillie, whom 
yimant entertained with more Reſpect, than the 
ulants do a common Vizard. L 
Lov. Dorimant at the Play entertaining a Mask, 
þ Heav'ns! | Ade. 


l. Did he ſtay all the while? 

Ml, Till the Play was done, and then led her out, 
ich confirms me it was you! NES] 

. Traitor! 

tr; Now you may believe he had Buſineſi, and you 
h forgive him too. 8 | 

low, Ingrat perjur'd Man! EO 
nal. You ſeem ſo much concern'd, my Dear, I fear 
are told you anavyares What I had better have conceal'd 


your Quiet, - 
bv, What manner of Shape had ſhe? ; 
Fell, Tall and lender, her Motions very gentile; 
Mainly ſhe muſt be ſome Perfon of Condition. 
"hora and Confation be ever in her Face when 
bell, I ſhould blame your Diſcretion for loving that 
Id Man, my Dear; but they ſay he has a way fo 
mching, that few can defend their Hearts who know 


w. I will tear him flom mine, or die i'the Attempt. 
dell. Be more moderate. | | 
Liv, Wou'd I had Daggers, Darts, or poiſon'd Arrows 
my Breaſt, ſo I cou'd but remove the Thouphts of him 
M thence, K 4 Bell. 


as 


dell. Good! | [ Aſide, - 
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Bell. Fie, fie, your Tranſports are too violent, my Dear 
This may be but an Accidental Gallantry, and 'tis likely 


Pert 
Ended at her Coach. | ; You u 
Pere. Shou'd it proceed farther, let your Comfort be, {WM o 


The Conduct Mr. Dorimant affe cts, will quickly make Tour ! 


You know your Rival, ten to one let you ſee her ruin'd, Dor 
Her Reputation expos d to the Town, a Happineſs none Mina 
Will envy her, bur your ſelf, Madam. Fe tha 

Lov. Who e'er ſte be, all the Harm I wiſh her, is, Ind w 


May ſhe love him as well as I do, and may he give her 
As much Cauſe to hate him. ; 
Pent. Never doubt the latter end of your Curſe, 
Madam! | | 
Lov. May all the Paſſions that are rais'd by neglected 
Love, Jealouſie, Indignation, Spite, and Thirſt of 
Revenge, eternally rage in her Soul, as they do now in 
Mine. [ Walks up and down with a diſirabted Ai 
| Enter a Page. 
Page. Madam, Mr. Dorimant .mm— 
Lov. I will not ſee him. 
Page. I told him you were within, Madam. 
Lov. Say you ly'd, fay I'm buſie, ſhut the Door; 
Say any thing. IA | 
Page. He's here, Madam. | 
BE Enter Dorimant. 
Dor. They tafle of Death who do at Heaw'n arrive, 
But we this Paradiſe approach alive. 
What, dancing the Galloping Nag without a Fiddle?. ; 
„ | To Lor 
- [Offers to catch her by the BN! ſhe fing 
8 away and walls on. 
I fear this Reſtleſſneſs of the Body, Madam, [purſuing | 
Proceeds from an Unquietneſs of the-Mind. W | 
Ualucky Accident puts you out of Humour; a Point 
Ill waſh'd, Knots ſpoil'd the making up, Hair ſhaded aw 
Or ſome other little Miſtake in ſetting you in Order? 
Pert. A Trifle in my Opinion, Sir, more inconfideradil._. 
Than any vou mention. . , - 
Dor. Oh Mrs. Pert, I never knew you ſullen enough 
To be ſilent; come, let me know the Buſineſs. f 
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pert. The Buſineſs. Sir, is the Buſineſs that has taken 
vo up theſe two Days; how have I ſeen you Laugh at 
ien of Buſineſs, and now to become a Man of Bulineſs 
our {elf ! | | | | = 
bor. We are not Maſters of our own Affections, our 
Icinations daily alter; now we love Pleaſure, and anon 
We ſhall doat on Buſineſs 3 Human Frailty will have it ſo, 
ind who can help it. | | 

Lov. Faithleſs, Inhuman, Barbarous Man 

Dor. Good, now the Alarm ſtrikes. 
Lov. Without Senſe of Love, of Honour or of 

atitude, tell me, for I will know, what Devil Mask d 
be was you were with at the Play yeſterday ? 
Dor. Faith I reſolv'd as much as you, but the Devil 

; obſtinate, and wou d not tell me, 5 
Lov. Falſe in this as in your Vows to me! you do 


DW. ; 

Dor. The Truth is, 1 did all I cou'd to know, 

Lov. And dare you own it to my Face ? Hell and 

wies ! [ Tears her Fan in pieces. 

Dor, Spare your Fan, Madam, you are growing hot, 

| will want it to cool you. | 

Lov. Horror and Diſtraction ſeize you, Sorrow and 

orſe gnaw your Soul, and puniſh all your Perjuries 

me — _ [ Peeps. 

Dor. So Thunder breaks the Cloud in Twain, Af 

d niakes a Paſſage for the Ram. | Turning to Bellinda. 

linda, you are the Devil that have rais'd this Storm; 

u were at the Play yeſterday, © [Tp Bellinda. 

I have been making Diſcoveries to your Dear. 

bell, V'are the moſt miſtaken Man the World. 

Dor. It muſt be fo, and here I vow Revenge; reſolve 

purſue and perſecute you more impertinently than 

cr any loving Fop did his Miſtreſs, Hunt you i'the 

& Trace you i'the Mall, Dog you in every Viſit 

u make, Haunt you at the Plays, and i the | 

wving-Room, hang my Noſe in your Neck, and talk 

jou whether you will or no, and ever look upon you 

b ſuch dying Eyes, till your Friends grow jealous of 

{end you out ef Town, and make the World ſuſpect 
„ Your 


4 
rab 
gh 
f 


202 The Man of Mode; or, 
Your Reputation. At my Lady (u # lower Voice, 
Townley's when we 80 from hence. = Who 
[He looks kindly on Belinda, WM Ri 
Bell. Tl meet you there. 


Der. Enough. 
Tov. Stand off, ere her ſo. 


> Dorimant away, 

Dor. Good! There's one mb —.— already. 

Lov, Is this the Conſtancy you row d? 

Dor. Conftancy at my Years} 'tis nat a Virtue in The 1 
Seaſon, you might as well expect the Frait the Autumn WM 764 
Ripens i the Spring, Ih 

Lov. Monſtrous . Ls. hee tt 

Dor, Youth has along po, Madam: 1 ſhould BN You, 


J have ſet up my Reſt — t dat, I occas 
Shou d never have arriv'd at w_ IL 1 now enjoy, Wl imper 
Lov. Diſſembler, damn'd Diſſtembler ! 


Lov 

Dor. I am ſo, I confeſs ; good Nature and good Charge 
Manners corrupt me. Lam honeſt in my Inclinations Dor 
And would not, wer't not to ayoid Offence, make a ir Fop 
Lady a little in Years believe I think, ber young, why Lov 
Miſtake Art for Nature, and ſeem as fond of a thing 14 Dor 
Weary of, as when I doated on't in earneſt. A you 


Lov. Falſe Man. 

Dor. True Woman. 

Lev. Now you begin to ſhow — 

Dor. Love Es us over, and —— us ſhow fine 
Things to one another for a time, but ſoon the Gold 
Wears off, and then again the Natiye Braſs + {gr 

Lov. Think on your Oaths, your Vows and Pre 
tions, perjur'd Man. 

Dor. I made em when 1 was in Love. 

Tov. And therefore ought they not to bind ? oh. 
Impious! 

Dor. What we ſwear at ſuch a. time may be a Al 
Proof of a preſent Paſſion ; but to ſay, Truth, in Love 
There is no Security. to be g ven fer the future. 
oy Harrkd n be gone, and never fee w 

EE | p | 


- — 
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Dor. I am not one of, thoſe troubleſome Coxcombs, 
Who becauſe they were once well receiy'd, take the 
« WW Privitege to plague a Woman with their Love ever after; 
I ſhall obey you, Madam, though I do my ſelf fome 
Violence. [He offers to go, and Loveit pulls him back. 
Lov. Come back; you ſtia not go. Cou'd you have 
. The ill Nature to offer it? 1 | ; 
Dor. When Love grows diſeas d, the beſt thing we 
Cm do is to put it to a violent Death; I cannot endure 
The Torture of a lingring and Conſumptive Paſſion, 
n Lov. Can you think mine ſickly ? 5 
Dor. Oh, tis deſperately III! What worſe Symptoms 
Are there than your being always uneafie when 1 Vii 
a You, yoor picking Quarrels with me on flight 85 
Occaſions, and in my Abſence kindly liſt ning to the 
lmpertinences of every faſhionable Fool that talks to you? 
— What faſhionable Fool can you lay to my 
rge ? g 5 I | 
Dor. Why, the very Cock- fool of all thoſe Fools, 
ur Fopling Flutrer. 
Lov. I never ſaw him in my Life but once. | 
Dor. The worſe Woman you, at firft fight to put on 
All your Charms, to entertain him with that Softneſs in 
Tour Voice, and all that wanton Kindneſs in your Eyes, 
Tou ſo notoriouſly affect when you defign a Conqueſt. 
Lev. So damn'd a Lie did never Malice yet invent; 
Who told you this ? 
Dor. No matter; tfrat ever L ſhould love a Woman 
at can doat on 4 Senfelefs Caper, - a Tawdry French 
band, and a Formal Cravat! Rt: 
Lev. You make me Mad. 1 a; : 
Dor, A gailty Confeience may do much; go on, be 
e Game. Miſtrefs o the Town, and enter all our young 
ps, as faſt as they come from Travel. 5 
Lov. Baſe and Scurrilous! wo . 
Der. A fine mortifying Reputation 'twill be for a 
oman of your Pride, Wit and Quality! 1 
Lov. This Jealouſie's a meer Pretence, a curſed Trick 
A your own deviſing; I know you, | 


& 
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Dor. Believe it, and all the Ill of me you can. I 
Would not have a Woman have the leaſt good Thought A 
Of me, that can think well of Fopling ; farewell ; tall to, 

And much good may do you with ycur Coxcomb. 

Lov. Stay, oh ſtay, and I will tell you all. 

Dor. I have been told too much already. [ Ex. Dorimant, 

Lov. Call him again. »% \ 

Pert. Een let him go, a fair riddance. 

Lov. Run I ſay, call him again, I will have him calld. 

Pert. The Devil ſhou'd carry him away firſt, were it 
My Concern. 925 [_ Ex. Pert. 

Bell. Has frighted me from the very Thoughts of 
Loving Men; for Heav'ns ſake, my Dear, do not 
Diſcover what I told you; I dread his Tongue as much 
As you ought to have done his Friendſhip. 

Enter Pert. | 

Pert. He's gone, Madam. 

Lov. Lightning blaſt him. 

Pert. When I told him you deſired him to come back, 
He ſmil'd, made a Mouth at me, flung into his Coach, 
Tov. What did he ſay? by 

Pert. Drive away; and then repeated Verſes, 

Lov. Wou'd I had made a Contract to be a Witch, 
When firſt I-cntertain'd this great Devil, Monſter, 
Barbarian. I could tear my ſelf in pieces. Revenge, 
Nothing but Revenge can eaſe me: Plague, War, Famune, 
Fire, all that can bring Univerſal Ruin and Miſery on 
Mankind ; with Joy I'd periſh to have you in my Powe 
But this Moment, | Ex. Lovett 

Pert. Follow, Madam, leave her not in this outragious 
Paſſion. Pert gathers up the things. 

Bell. H'as given me the Proof which I deſir d of his Lore 
But tis a Proof of his ill Nature too; | 
I wiſh I had not ſeen him uſe her ſo. 
J ſigh to think that Dorimant may be 
One Day as faithleſs and unkind to me, [Exew 
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40 m. SCE NEE: 


S EN E, Lady Woodvill's Lodgings. 
y = Enter Harriet and Buſy her Woman. | 
EAR Madam! Let me ſet that Curl in Order: 
. Har. Let me alone, I will ſhake em all out 
W | Order. 


Zu. Will you never leave this Wildneſs ? 
Har, Torment me not. - 
Buſy. Look! * Knot falling-of. 
Hay, Let it 
Buſy, But one in, dear Madam. 

Har, How do I daily ſuffer under thy Officious 
0 gers? 

Buf. Ah, the difference that is between you and my 
Dapper! How uneafie ſhe i is if the leaſt thing be 
| 50 about her ? 
Har. She is indeed moſt exact! nothing is ever Ar 
b make her Uglineſs re mark able! 

By. Jeering People ſay ſo. 

Har, Her Powdering, Painting, and her patching 
yer fail in Publick to draw the Tongues and Eyes of 
[the Men upon her. | 

Buſy. She is ingeed a little too pretending. 
Har. That Women ſhould ſet up for Beauty as much 
i ſpite of Nature, as ſome Men have done for Wit. 
Bf). J hope, without Offence, one may endeavour to 
ake ones ſelf agreeable.” | 

Har. Not when tis impoſſible. Women then Shit JF 
o be no more fond of —_ than Fools ſhould be ß _. ai 
tking : Hoods and Modeſty, Masks and Silence, things 4 
hat ſhadow and conceal ; 12 ſhould think of nothing £ 


Buſy, Jeſu! Madam, * will) your Mother think is 
Wecome of you ? For He us ſake go in egen. '» 
Aar. I won't. | 5 
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Buſy. This is the ant'ſt thing that ever you 
Did in your Liſe, to leave her and a Gentlemen who is 
To be your Husband. le d 
Har. My Husband ! Haſt thou ſo little Wit to think 
Spoke whar I meant, when I oyer-joy'd het in the 
Country, wich a low Curtſie, and what you pleaſe, 
- Madam, I ſhall ever be obedient ? 
Buſy. Nay, I know not, you have ſo many Fetches, 
: Har. And this was one, to get her up to London: 
— elſe, I aſſure thee. 
Buſy. Well, the Man, in my Mind, is a fine Man! 
Har. The Man indeed wears his Cloaths faſhionably, 


And has a 3 very Courtly, 
And much affeed © bows, and talks, an 
Agreeably, as he thinks. | % 
Buſy. I never thing gentile ! | 
—4 Varniſh'd —— good Breeding, many a 


Block head makes a thlerable ſhovv. 
Buſy. I wonder you do not like him. 


FE 
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Y. 
Har 
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1 


Har. I think I might be brought to endure him, 2 

That is all a xeatonable Women ſhould: expect in Beth. 
Husband ; but there is Duty i the . a like E r. 
Hey Merab, | * Y. Be 


fubbarn Mind, 
pak bod eg roms bn, d and defer. 

Buſy. I wifh you do not defign your own- Ruin I 
Partly gueſs your Inclinationa, Madatn,—— that 
Mr. Dorimant —— 

” Har. Leave your yrating, and. fing ſons fooliſh wg 
Or other. 

Buſy. I will, the Song you love c wall over face | 
Saw Mr. De. 


80 N'G. 2 


W. ft Amintas deed my Heart, 
12 FT 


The Wako? the greateſt 
and all e be made Ig. Troy 7 4. 
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Thoughts 
Ie 


tle dang raus Paſſion you muſt ſhun, 
y elſe, like — — undone. 


— 
2 


Har. Shall I be paid down by a covetous Parent for a 
urchaſe ? I need no Land; no, Villay my {elf aut all in 
we. It is decreed ————— 

Y. Bell, What generous Reſolution are you making, 
Har. Only to be diſobedient. Sir. 

J. Ball. Let me join Hands with yeu in that. 

Har. With all my Heart. I never thought I ſhould have 
en yu mine 8 willingly. Here L Harriet 

J. And 1 Harroo—— == 
Jar. Do folcranly proteſt—— 

Har. That I with you 

I. Bell. Hon I with your amen 

bath. Will never merry. 

I. Bell, And no Match } How do you like this 


0 


MAFETENC now 2 ; 2 o n 5 

Har. You expect I ſhould take it ill, I ſœs. = 

I. Bell. Tia not unnaturab for you Women to be a 

ne angry, you mils a Conqueſt, though you would 

vp! . * dal 
Har. There are ſome, it may be, have an Rye like 
r lama, big enough for the whole Fair, bur Lan not 
the number, and you — — 2 | 
wil be mare acceptable to the Lady, dear 
nage it wears, Sir. | | 


* 


Y. Bell. I muſt confeſs, Madam, you came a 
ter the Fair. | 8 59 


kur. You own then you are in Lo. 
2 n e 7 5 
lr. The Confidence is generous, and iu return, 
id almoſt find in my Heart to let you know my 


aUIOatle 5 


: « 
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Y. Bell. Are you in Love? Wood 
Har. Yes, with this dear Town, to Ra 8 l mprov 
Can ſcarce indure the em in . and in 0. B 
Hangings. ck an 
Y. Bell. What a dreadful ching 'rwou'd be to be Y. B 
Hurry d back to Hampſhire ? | erſuad 


Har. Ah—— name it not 
FP. Bell. As for us, I find we ſhall agree well nd 
Wou'd we could do ſomething to deceive the Grave 
People 5 
Har. could we e delay their Proceeding, *rwere well: 
A Reprieve is a good Step towards the getting of a Pardoy, 
V. Bell. If we give over the Game we are undone ; 
What think you of playing it on Booty ? 
Har. What do you mean? 
Y. Bell. Pretend to be in Love with one he wil 
Make ſome dilatory Excuſes-we may feign paſs the better 
Har. Let us do't, if it be but nn dear ire 
Of diſſembling. 
Y. Bell. Can you play your part 2 
Har. | know not . 
Pretty Remarks by being now and then where Lo 
Meet. Where did you leave their Gravities ? - 
Y. Bell. th next Room; your Mother was cenſu 


Our Modern Gallants. | 
Enter Old Bellair, and Lady Woodvil. 
Her. Peace Here they come. I will lean againſt this 
Wall, and look:;baſhfully down upon my Fan, while Jou 
Like an amorous Spark, modiſhly entertain me. 
bad. Never go about to excuſe em; come, come, 
It was not ſo when I was a young Woman. 
O. Bell. A- dod, they're ſomethiag diſreſpectful.— 
Wood. Quality was then conſider d, and not raly d 
By every Fellow. | 
O. Bell. Youth will have its Jeſt, 1-dod it will 
- Wood. . — dad r one but 
Players and Exchange Women, they are treated by em 
As much above their Condition, as others are below theirs. 
O. Bell. Out a piſe on em, talk no more, the Rogues ou 


Ha an ill Habit of preferring Beauty, no matter d fal 
Whoe: 180 find it. ol | 
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pod. See your Son and my Davghter, they have 

pproved their Acquaintance ſince they were within. 

O. Bell. A-dod methinks they have! let's * 

uk and obſerve; 7 

Y. Bell. Now for a Look and Geſtures that may 

uſuade em I am ſay ing all the paſſionate things 

męinable. 

Har. Your Head a little more on one fide, eaſe your 

f on your left Leg, and play with your right Hand. 

Y. Bell. Thus, is it not? 

Har. Now ſet your right Leg firm on the Ground, 

jjuit your Belt, then look about you. 

Y. Bell. A little Exerciſing will — me perfect. 

Har. Smile, and turn to me again very ſparkiſh! 

v. Bell. Will you take your Turn, and inſtructed? 

Har. With all my Heart. 

Y. Bell, At one Motion play your Fan, roll your ow 

þd then ſettle a kind Look upon me. 

. all Now fpread your F look do 

I. Be ow your an, wn u it 

tell the Sticks wich a Finger. 1 ee 

Har. Very Modifh. 

I. Bell, Clap your Hand oo your Boſom, hold 

yr _— tle, draw up your-Breaſts; 

u let em fall agai with a Sigh or two, &. 

Har. By the good —— ts + I ſuſpect 

a ir one of tho orange, pet . 
ry and from innocent Looks make ſcandalous -. 

mc 10ns. 8 5 

I. Bell. I know ſome, indeed, who out of meer Love, 

o Miſchief are as vigilant as Jealouſie i it ſelf, and will 
e you an Account of every Glance that paſſes at a Play; 

 1th' Circle. 

$ Twill not be amiſs now. to ſeem a little pleaſant. 
V. Bell. Clap your Fan then in both your Hands, ſnatch it 

your Mou * Smile, and with a lively Motion fling 

F Body a little forwards. So now ſpread it; 
back on the ſudden, cover your Face with it; d 

A Out into a loud Laughter take up! look Grave, 

d fall a Fanning, of your — well acted. 

Har. 
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Har. I think I am pretty apt at theſe Matters! 

O. Bell. A-dod, I like this well. 

Wood. This Promiſes ſomething. 
i O. _ Coos of there is Love ith 55 800 there 
S, or ; what ſay you, young 

Har. Alte ings Sir: you we ſhould 
Fall to, and Love as Game Cocks Fight, as foon as we 
Set tepether, a-dod y are unreaſonable! 

O. Bell. A-dod, Sr, I like thy Wit well. 

Exter à Servant. 

Serv. The Coach is at the Door, Madam. 

O. Bell. Go, get you and rake the Air together, 

Wood. Will not you go with us? 

O. Bell. Ont a pize: A-dod1 ho Beſineſs and cannot 
We ſhall meet at my Sifter Tuna. 

Y. Bell. He's going to Emilia: LA. 
I overheard him talk of u Collation. | LL 


. ang SANE Be 


Townley; Emilia, and Mp, Modey, 

— oung Lovers we laſt tal d of, 

Though ns py he on their Condut has been ſo 
Indifcreet, they deſerve to be unfortunate. 

Ad. Y'hove bad an exadt Account, from the grem 

F 

En. are @ living Libel, a breathi Lampen 

W 1 'P 


Med. . 
Enter Beffinda. 

Town. Bellinda, whit hes hain Rems ef ev. we 

Have not feen you hereof late with your Friend Mrs. Lov 

Bell. Dear K fd pn 

Town. With her old Diſtemper, Jealoufie! 

_—_ „ 
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Fell, Well, that Dorimant is nnn 


athing, 

"Emil. I once thought ſo. 

Bell, And do you not think fo ſtill? 

Emil, No indeed! 

Bell. O ul 

Emil, The Town does IEF 2 great deal of Injury, and 

will never 8 it ſays of a Man I do ä 

1, for his ſake. 

Aal You make me wonder! 

oy. He's a v wel-Bred Man 

Bell. But ge natur 

Emil. Then he's a very witty Man. 

Bell, But a Man of no Principles. 

| Med. Your Man of Principles is a very fine thing 

01 

[el 88 Men of Parts by Women who 
egard to their Reputation and Quiet. Well, were 

= to play the Fool, he fhould be the laſt Man I'd 

unk O 

ed. He has been the Firſt in many Ladies Favours 

tough you are ſo ſevere, Madam. | 

nn. What he may be for a Lover I knows not, but 


2 very S Acquainzance. Lark am fare. | 
bell, Had you ſeen him uſe Mrs. Loveit ws have done, | 
Iu would never endure him more. 
Emil, W hat, he has quarrell'd with her again? 
a. Upos the lighteſt Occaſion, he's jedlous of 
| 09 


Town he never fav him in her Life but yelterday, 


id that was here. * 
Emil, On my Conſcience, he's s the eg Man in Town 
That's her yu: agg how horribl o of Humour s 

Was all the while he talk d to her! 

Bell. And ſome Body has wickedly told U 
Emil. Here he comes. LExtar Dori mant. 


u are lu eam de . 
| S _ or 


Bell. Has a Word one to to from 4 
N nlolate a Perſon, © "7 by * 


N. 


3 


Dor, 


Act it? 


Hs faild you elſe! 
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Dor. You tender your Reputation too much 1 know; . P. 
Madam, to whiſper with me before this good Company Auer 
Bell. To ſerve Mrs. Loveit, Ill make a bold Venture. Bell, 
Der. Here's Medley, the very Spirit of Scandal, e. 
Bell. No Matter 2 
Emil. Tis ſomething you are unwilling to hear, line b 
Mr. Dorimanz. Emil. 
' Town; Tell him, Bellinda, whether he will or no, nf 
Bell. Mrs. Loveit. [Abou — 
Dor. Softly, theſe are Laughers, you Jo not know em dnts 
Bell. In a Word, y' ave made me hate you, [To Dor. apart per vs 
Which I thought you never could have done. * 1 
Dor. In obeying your Commands??? — 


Bell. Twas a cruel pe you play'd! how could you Dor, C 


. Nothing i is coo to a Man who could kill himſelf 
To pleaſe you; remember Fivea Clock to-morrow _— 
Bell. I tremble when you name it. | 
Dor. Be ſure you come. | 
Bell. I ſha'not. 


187. & 1 * 
Bell. 57 my Life! a te gn for= 
Dor. You: will. by * 

.1 wi | Fn 

Bell. I am glad Pye ſworn, T vow I think I ſhould 


3 kind! In what Temper did you 


Bell: Her raving ly over, and ſhe began to 
Be in a bene wer way For ing you, and all your Works. 
Where have you been ſinte you went from thence? 
Pe. Ted in i the Play. | 
"Bell. I have promis d, and muſt return to her again. we W 

Dor, Perſuade her to walk in the Mall this Evening, 
Bell, She hates the Place, and will not come, 

Dor. Do all you can to prevail with her. 
_ For what purpoſe ? 
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Dor. Sir Fopling will be here anon, I'll prepare him to 
e upon her there before me. 


150 You perſecute 255 too much, but I'll do all you I 
ha Tell her plainly, * tis grown ſo dull a _ [A4lboud, 


ulneſs ] can drudge on no longer, 

Emil. There are Afflictions in Love, Mr. Dorimant. 

Dir. You Women make em, who are commonly as 

Jareaſonable in that as 2 are at Play; without the 
n on oo de, a Man can never quictly give 

Mer W 

Med. If you * old yay without being obliged to 

mplaiſance, Dorimant, you ſhould play in publick Places. 

Der, Ordinaries were a very good thing for that, but 
ntlemen do not of late frequent em; the deep Play is 

Now in private Houſes. [ Bellinda o offering to ſteal _ ; 

Town. Bellinda, are you leaving us ſo ſoon? 


l. I am to go to the Park with Mrs. Loveit. 
YAN ,— | Exit Bellinda. 
Town, This Confidence will go nigh to ſpoil this 
ung Creature. 
Med. Twill do her good, Madam. Young Men RT 
1 up under practiſing Lawyers prove the 
| — come to be call d to the Bar 
ſbemſelves. 
Dor. The Were 
fernoon, my Lady Townley; you uſed to have an 
Inbarraſs of Chairs and Coaches at your Door, an 
lproar 25 Footmen in your Hall, and A Noiſe of Fools S 
ore here. 
Town. Indeed my Houſe is the general Rendeyous; ks; 
gert to the Play-houſe, is the common Refuge of all the 
loung idle People. 
Emil, Company is a very good thing, Madam, but! 
onder you do not love it a little more choſen. 
Iwn. Tis good to have an univerſal Taſte, wwe ſhould 
ve Wit, but for Variety be able to divert our ſelyes 
ich the 1 a — Want it. 
Med. Fools wi 3 I en 


Dur Emil. 


Has not cloy d you yet. Page) 


Living — out making ſome good Man the Confident 


| Life; and then there is ns Charrm fo fallibly makes nie 
Fall in Love with-2 Woman, as ry knowing a Friend 
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Email. For oace or twicez but the Repetition of their Fop. 


La after a Viſit or two, groves tedious and unkutferab}ſknew a 
D. You are a little 100 delicate, Emilia. Town. 


Enter a Page. 
., Page. Sir F Flutter, Madam, defires to know | 
You are to be ſeen 


n Foot in obne and cus 


Page. Madam ! 

_ Town. Deſire him to walk up. 

Dor. Do not you fall on him, and ſnub him, 
Sooth him up in his Extravagance! he will fhew the | 
Better. ak on 

Ard. You know I have 8 natural Indulgence for Fo Emil. 
And need not this Caurion, Sir! 
Euter Sir Flutter, with his Page after him. 
Sir Fop. Page, wait without. Madam, To Ls. Townl: 
I kiſs your Hands, I fee yeſterday was nothing of 
Chaves the Belles Aſſemble:s form themſelves here eve 


Day. many — your Servant; I Em 
Dorimant, let me embrace thee; withour lying, I have : 
Not met with any of my ; , who retain f Meg. | 
Much of Paris as — datt, _ Air thou hadſt Ar Fo 
When the: Marquifs mificok thee ith* Tunleries, and 4. 
Cry'd, Hey Chevalier, and then begg d thy Pardon. vir Fo, 


Der. I would fain wer in Paſhion as long as I en 5 2% 
Tis a thing to be valu d in Men as well as Bawbles, 

Sir Fop „ Thou era Man of Wir, and underftan#ftt 
* ythee let thee arid I be intimate, there is 10 


QF our Pleaſures 


Dor. is true! W TRE Man ſo i for 
Such a Buſineſs as Lam. N 


Sir Fop. 1 aſt thou fo modeſt a 
Of thy RY why o modeſt an Opinic 


Der. Why fit, I could never keep à Secret in my 


Loves her, 74 tort arad 
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iir Fop. Thy Humour's very guilt , or let me periſh, 
knew 4 Freuch Count ſo like * 
Town. Wh 1 penny more Power over you 
han Beauty, Sir Fopling, elſe you would not have 

this Lady ſtand fo — eee, 
dir Fop. A thouſand P {To Emilia: 
ne Civilities due of Courſe bon the meeting . long 
bent Friend. The Eclat of ſo much Beauty, I 
nfefs, ought to have charm'd me ſooner. 


Emil. The Brillian of ſo much Language, Sire WG 
ks much more power than ws 
Sir Fop. I never aw any thing prettier then this high 
jak on your Point D'eſpaigne. 

Emil. Tis not ſo rich as Point de Venice 

dir Fop. Not altogether, but looks cooler, and is more 
per for the Seaſon. Dorimant, is not that Medley : 
Dor. The ſame, Sir. 

dr Fop. Forgive me, Sir, in this Embarraſs of Civilities, 
muld not come to have you in my Arms ſooner. You 
werſtand an Equipage the beſt of any Mad in Town, 


LAI » 


Med. By my own you would not guels it. 

Sir Fop. There are Criticks who do not Write, Sir. 
Med. Our peeviſn Poets will ſcarce allow it. 

dir Fop. Damn em, they'll allow no Man Wit, who 
hes nat play the Foal like themſclves, and ſhow it! 
ue you taken notice of the Galleſh I braught over? 


mos © ol it has quite another Air than th Eugli/h 
E Fop. Tis as eaſily known from an Engliſh Tumbed, 


zm Inns of Court Man is from one of us. 

— Truly there is a Belh air in Gallefhes, — 
bs Men, | 
Med. But. there are few ſo delicate to obſerve it. 
Si Fop. The World ROS: very, — here 


Tron, He's. very Fine. 
fs 5 REED 
Fog. A 1 firſt 
rival, not worthy your Conkdergions 1 . 


1 
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Dor. The Pantaloon is very well mounted. 
Sir Fop. The Taſſels are new and pretty. 
Med. | never ſaw a Coat better cut. 
Sir Fop. It makes me ſhow long-waſted, and I thi 
Slender. 
Dor. That's the Shape our Ladies doat on. 
Med. Your Breech though i is a handful too high in 
Eye, Sir Fopling. 
Sir Fop. Peace, M; „L have wild i it lower a 
Thouſand times, but a ox on't twill not be. 
Town. His Gloves are well Fring'd, large and pracek 
Sir Fop. I was always Eminent for being bien ganté 
Emil. He wears nothing but what are Originals of 
Moſt Famous Hands in Paris. 
Sir Fop. You are in the right, Madam, 
Town. The Suit? 
Sir Fop. Barroy. | 
Emil. The Garniture? 
Sir Fop. Le Gras. 
Med. The Shoos? 
Sir Fop. Piccar. 
Dor. The Perriwig? 
Sir Fop. Chedreux. 
Town. and Emil. The Gloves? 

Sir Fop. _ ji: You know the ſmell, Ladies. 
Dorimant, I could find in my Heart for an Amuſement 
To have a Galen with ſome of our Engliſh Ladies. 

Dor. Tis a thing no leſs neceſſary to confirm the 
Goats of your Wit, than a Duel will be to fatisfe 
The Town of your a 1 

Sir en bn 5 Here was a Woman N 

iſtreſs Loveit. | 

Sir Fop. You have nam'd her. a 

Dor. Lou cannot itch on a better for e. 

Sir Fop. Prythee! what i is ſhe? ors w_ 

Dor. A Perſon of Quality, and one who has a Reſt e 
n enough to make the Conqueſt conſiderable; 
es I hear ſhe likes you too! 

Sir Fop. 2 ſhe ſeem'd though very reſerr'd 
And uncafie, all the time I entertain d her, 

| Di 
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Dor. Grimace and Affectation: You will ſee 
ter i th Mall to-night. 
Sir i Pr'ythee, let thee and Itake the Air together. 
Dor. I am engaged to Medley, but Pl meet you at 
James 's, and give you ſome Information, upon the 
ich you may regulate your Proceedings. | 
Sir Fop. All the World will be in the Park to-night: 
lies, 'twere Pity to keep ſo much Beauty longer within 
vors, and rob the Ring of all thoſe Charms that ſhould 
Worn it. Hey Page! ¶ Enter Page, and goes out again. 
be that all my People be ready. Dorimant, a Revoir. 
Med. A fine mettłd Coxcomb. [ Ex. Sir Fop. 
Dor. Brisk and infipid.—— 
Med. Pert and dull. | 
Emil. However you deſpiſe him, Gentlemen, TI lay 
Life he paſſes for a Wit with many. 
Dor. That may very well be, Nature has her Cheats, 
ums a Brain, and puts Sophiſticate Dulneſs often on 
7 Multitude for true Wit and good Humour. 

COme. 

Med. I muſt go alittle way, I will meet you i'the 


Dor, PII walk through the Garden thither; we ſhall - 

Ret anon and bow. ' [To the Nomen. 

Town, Not to-night; we are en about a Bufir eſs, 

le Knowledge of which may make you laugh hereafter. 

Med. Your Servant, Ladies. 

Dor. A Revoir, as Sir Fopling ſays. | 
| Exeumt Medley and Dorimant. 

Town, The old Man will be here immediately, 

il. Let's expect him i'th' Garden. 

Inn. Go, you are a Rogue. | 

. n. I can't abide you. I Exeut. 


A SCENE i De Mall. 
Exter Harriet and Young Bellair, ſhe pulling him. 
Har. Come along. 

I. Bell, And leave your Mather? 


Har. 


Di 
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Har. Buſy will be ſent with a Nue and Cry after us; In 
But that's no mar'er. 1 
V. Bell. *Twill look ſtrangely in me; 
Har. She'll believe it a Freak of mine, and never 
Blame your Manners. 
V. Bell. What Reverend Acquaintanceisthat ſhe has met 
Har. A Fellow-beaury of the laſt King's time, though 
| * the Ruins you would hardly gueſs it. [Ex 
| Der Dortmant, and croſſes the Stu Pers i. 
Enter Yonng Bellair and Harriet. erg 
Y. Bell. By this time 5 our Mother is in a fine Taking v. Be 
Har. If your Friend, Mr. Dorimant; were but herenon your $ 
That ſhe might find me talking with him. Har. It 
V. Bell. She does not know him, but dreads him, I Nor been 
Hear, of all Mankind. 


Foaming 
The affec 


Har. She concludes, if he does but ſpeak to a Womd _ < 
She's 3 is on her Knees every Day to pray Hen 5 
Defend me from him. "IP 
V. Bell. You do not apprehend him ſo much 2s ſhe . Bell 
Does. ä 
Har, I never ſaw any thir in bim that wes frig Uh Try 
Y. Bell, On the contrary, have you not obſerved J. Fell. 1 
Something extream delight ful in bis Wit and Ferſan? bw. Her 
Har, He's agreeable and pleaſant I muſt own, but I. Fell 
Does ſo much affecł being ſo, he d me. 7. Lan 
F. Bell. Lord, Madam, all he does and ſays is ſo ei. 327}. 7 
And fo natural. were wi 
Har. Sore Mens Verſts ſeem ſo to the unckilful der. Oper 
Labour F the one, and A ffectation in the other, to the boulang 8 
Judicious plainly appear. er ſaw ! 
F. Bell. I never heard him aceus d of Aſfectation be Bar, I foe 
| Enter Dorimant, and ftares upom her. the hall n 
Har. It paſſes on the eaſie Town, who-are farourilſi be. Vou 
Pleas d in bim to call it Humour. be your 
Dent Young. Bellair avd Für, A litt 
Dor. "Ti — it muſt be ſhe! that lovely Hair, tha moſt an | 
Eaſie Shape, thoſe wanton Eyes, and all thoſe melting 
Charms a ut her — which — — y 
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In Love the Viftors from the banquiſh d y;; 
They fly that Wound, and they ol 12 Die. 
der Young Bellair and Harriet, and after them Dorimant 
ftanding at à Diſtance. | 
TJ. Bell. Moft People prefer Hide Park to this Place. 
Har. It has the better Reputation I confeſs; but I 
hominate the dull Diverfions there, the formal Bowes, 
ſhe affected Smiles, the filly By-words; and Aniorous 
fweers in paſſing; hete one meets with 2 little 
eration now aud then. | 
J. Bell. Theſe Converſations have been fataF to ſome 
f your Sex, Madifri ©. 9 
Har. It may be ſõ; becauſe ſome who want Temper 
ye been undone by Gaming, muſt others who have it 
l/ deny themſelsves the Pleafure of Play? 
Dor, Truft me, it were urireafonable, Madam. 
88 [Coming up gently, and bowing to her. 
Her. Lord! who's this?” [She flatts and looks grave. 
I. Bell. Dorimant ! 8 5 Si 3 
Dor. Is this the Woman your Father would have 
2 


J. Bell, Harriet. 5 
V. I am not miſtaken, ſhe's handſome. | 

J. Bell. Talk to her, her Wit is better tham her Face; 
were Wiſhing for you but now. 


hr. Overcaſt with Seriouſneſs o the ſudden! [To Harriet, 
Wiouland Smiles Were ſhining in that Face but row; 
3 quick a Co of Weather. 
WT fr. as A within. Ale. 
be ſnall never know it. " 3 [4 
. Vou were talking of Play, Madam, pray what 
We) be your Stine? | EP” IL HELD 
er, A little harmleſs Diſcourſe in-publick Walks; or 
hoſt an Appoiritmefit in a Box bare-fac'd. at the 
Houſe; you are for Maſques and private Meetings, 
fe Women engage for al they are worth, I hear. 

dn, I have been us d to deep Play, but I can make 
* ſmall Game, hen 7 my Gameſter well. 
| 2 py 


Har, 
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Har. And be fo unconcern'd you'll ha? n Pleaſure in it 
Dor. Where there is a conſiderable Sum to be won, thi 

Hope of drawing People in, makes every Trifle conſiderable 
Har. The Sordidneſs of Men's Natures, I know, make 

Em willing to flatter and comply with the Rich, thoug] 

They are ſure never to be the beiter fur em. 

Dor. Tis in their Power to do us good, and wedeſpai 
Not tut at ſome time or other they may be willing. 

Har. To Men who have far d on this Town, like you 

*Twou'd be a great Mortification to live on Hope; could 

Yeu k hon or 2 PORT | . 

Dor. In Expectation of 2 happy Eaſter; and though 
Time be very precious, think Days well loſt, to 
Gain your Favour. 

* Har. 1 let — wg * time r him 
en grow dull when t in to i . 

| DE? Y'are miſtaken, will 2422 though 

Kr.ow y'are greedy of the Praiſes of the whole Mall. 
Har. You do me wrong. | 
Dor. I do not; as I follow'd you, I obſerv'd how ye 

Were pleaſed when the Fops cry'd She's handſome, very 

Handſome, by God ſhe is, and whiſper'd aloud your 

Name, the thouſand ſeveral Forms you put your Face 

Into; then, to make your ſelf more agreeable, how 

Wantonly you 9 5 with your Head, flung back your 

Locks, ol look'd ſmilingly over your Shoulder at em. 
Har. I do not go begging the Men's, as you do the 

Ladies good Liking, with a fly Softneſs in your Looks 

And a gentleSlowneſs in your Bows as you paſs by em. 

As thus, Sir; ; | IA 

Is not this like yon! | 

Enter Woodvil and Buſie. 
Y. Bell. Your Mother, Madam. 
| ' [Pulls Harriet. She compoſes her [t 

Wood. mo my _ Child * = 

Buſy. Now is ſhe ſo pleaſed wit ing in f 
cad chide her. "® w? 
| Wood Come away! 3 

Dor. Tis now but high Mall, Madam, the moſt 
Entertaining Time of al the Evening. 


Har. 
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Har. 1 would fun ſce that Dorimant, Mother, you ſo 
(ry out 1 for a . V's the . _ 
bod. me away then! Plague is here, an 
Gould dread the Infection. = 
v. Bell. You may be miſinform'd of the Gentleman. 
Wood. Oh no! I hope you do not know him? He is 
The Prince of all the Devils in the Town, delights in 
Nothing but in Th and Riots. 

Dor. If you did but hear him ſpeak, Madam! | 
Hock Oh! he has a Tongue, they fay, would rempe 
ne Angels to a ſecond Fall, | 
Enter Sir Fopling with his Equipage, fox Foormen and | 

a Page. 
W Sir Fop. | Hey: Ch — No Norman, Ls Roſe, La Fleury 
Wl Tour, La Verdue | | 
Wood. Here, here Ne. is among thi Rout, he names 
lim; Ter. Lady binde f come 7 94 p nal 
Ex vil, Harriet, and yo ' 
Dor. This Fool's coming has ſpoil'd a he's 7. 8 
e bas left a pleaſing Image of her ſelf behind, that 
anders in my Soul It uſt not ſettle there, | 
Sir Fop. What Reſyerie is this! ſpeak Man. 
Dor. Snatch d from my ſelf how far behind 
Already 1 bebo bs Shore ! 
1 Enter Medley. 
Med. Dorimant, a Diſcovery! I met with Bellaiy; 
Dor. You can tell me no News, Sir, I know all, 
Med. How do you ne Da 1 
Dor. Vou never came ſo near in as 
ou did in her Deſcription. your 1 TE 
Med. What think you of the Mother ? . 
Dor. Whatever I think of her, the thinks very well 
me, I find. 
Med. Did ſhe know you? 
N She did not, whether ſhe does now or na 1 know not; 
fre was a pleaſant Scene towards, when in came 
; Fopling, muſtering up his Equipage, and at the latter 
I nam'd me, and frighted her away. 
Med. Loveit Lows arr far off, I faw em 
light at St. Fame s. 


* 
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Sir Fapling. hark you, a Word or two, [Whiſpers | 

L you do not Want 9 ce. : he Le 
Sir vir Fg. I never do an theſe Occaſions, 

alk on, we muſt not be ſeen rogether, make 

Your. Advantage of what I.have told you, the next 

Turn vou will meet the Lady. 

Sir Fop. Hey Follow . 

al Sir 0 5555 and 19 

Dor. Medley. 2 Hal ſee Sport anon between 
Layeit and this F * 

8 Fern I though ther 'e was famething toward by that 
Dor. . know a worthy Principle of hers? 
Med. Not to be ſo much as Civi toa Map, who 

Speaks to her in the Preſence of him Ne profeſits to 
V. | 

| Tor 1 | hare engoyr 'd Fopling to talk to her to-nip! 
w ou are bere te "will go ni nigh to beat hi 

1 In 0 umour ſhe's in, her ane will make her 
Dp ſome very extravagant thing doubt] 

Med. What was Bellng#'s Buſmeſs perry you at my 
Lady Townley's? 

Dor. To get me to meet Loveit here in Order to in 
Ecclairciſement; I made ſome Ditficulty of it, and have 
Prepar'd this 8 to e my 3 

Med. Nere hey cam 

Dor. I'll meet her. * pax her _ a 4eal of 
Dumb Civility in paſſing by, then turn ſhort and be 
Behind her, when Fir Fopling {ets upon her 
See how unregarded now 
That Piece of daſs — [Exeunt Dor. , Me 

Bell. How wonderful reſpectfully he bow'd! 

Pert. He's always vey when he has done a 
Miſchief. - 

Bell. Jag berg, indeed at the fume time be had 3 
Strange deſpiſing Countenance. 

Pert. The unlucky Lock he thinks becemes him. 


b [ was afraid You nl have {poke to bim, my 
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fro. I would have dy'd firſt; he ſhall no more find 
Me the loving Fool he has done. = 

Bell. You love him till! 2 

Lov. No. | 

Pert. I wiſh you did not. Pn 

Lov. I do not, and I will have you think ſo: What 
lade you hale me to this odious Place, Bellinda ? 

Bell. J hate to be hulch'd up in a Coach; Walking is 
uach better. 5 
Lov. Would we could meet Sir Fopling now. 

ö Bell. Lord! would you not avoid him? : 
Lov. I would make him all the Advances that may be. 
Beli. That would confirm Dorimant's Suſpicion, my 


Dexr. : 
Lov. He is not jealous, but 1 will make him ſo, and 

e reveng'd a Way he little thinks on | 
1 H. Afar. ] M the ſhould make hen jealous, that may 
ire him fond of her again: I muſt diſſuade her from 
Lord! my Dear, this will certainly make him hate 
ſou, | © ne | 
Lov. Twill make him uneaſie, hone does not- 
re for me; I know the Effects of on Men of 
i proud "Temper. — 
Bell. Tis a famtaſtick Remedy, its Operations art * 
Dangerous and uncertain. 

Lov. Tis the ſtrongeſt Cordial we can give to dying 
love, it often brings it back when there's no Sign of Life 
Remaining: But I delign not ſo much the reviving his, 

% my Revenge. 5 SR | — 
Buter Sir Fopling 's Equipage. | 
Sir Fop, Hey! bid the Coachman ſend home four of 
His Horſes, and bring the Coach to Whireball, I'll walk 
Over the Paykoo—Madam, the Honour of kiſſing your 
fir Hands is a Happineſs I miſs d this Afternoon at my 
lady Townley's. | 
Lv. You were very obliging, Sir Fopling, the laſt time 
law you there. 15 5 

Sir Fop. The Preference was due to your Wit and 
lauty. Madam, your Servant, chere never was ſo 
Meet an Evening. 

: „ Bell. 
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Bell. T has. drawn all the Rabble of the Town hither, 
Sir Fop. *Tis Pity there's not an Order made, that non 1 
But the Beau Monde ſhould walk here. Spr 
Lov. *Twould add much to the Beauty of the Place; 4 
See what a ſort of naſty Fellows are coming. Mal 
Enter four ill-faſhion'd Fellows ſinging. 1 


I, not for Kiſſes » KC. Eno 
Lov. Fo! Their Perriwigs are ſcented with Tobacco 8 
Sir Fop. It overcomes our Pulvilio Methinks I L 

Smell the Coffee-houſe they came from. Wit 

1 Man. Dorimant's convenient, Madam Loveit. Si 
2 Man. I like the OylieButtock with her, 4 
3 Man. What ſpruce Prig is that? Wit] 
3 Man, A Caravan, lately come from Paris. And 
2 Man, — * 

There's ſomething o 5 &c, 
[AU of them Coughng . 
Exeunt Sing © 
Enter Dorimant and Medley. Thiey 

Dor, They're d. | i 

Med. She entertains him as if ſhe lik d him, pave 

Dor. Let us go forward — ſcem earneſt in Diſcourſe; _ 
And ſhew our ſelyes. Then you ſhall ſee how ſhe'll Sn 
Uſe him. | Dy Lo 
Bell. Yonder's Dorimant, my Dear. — 
* ho 1 di 
Diſappoint him in his jon. _ Ka 
To Sir Fop.] I like this pretty nice Humour of yours, era 
Sir Fopling : With what a loathing Eye he look d upon Bl 7* 
Thoſe Fellows! | 8 dir 
Sir Fop. 1 fate near one of em at a Play to-day, and Ls 
Was almoſt poiſon'd with a Pair of Cordivant Gloves A Ma 
He wears. Me 
Lov. Oh filthy Cordivant! how I hate the Smell! Do, 
* [Laughs in a loud affefted wh le 

Sir Fop. Did you obſerve, Madam, how their Crayats Me 
Hung looſe an Inch from their Neck, and what a I bo b. 
Frightful Air it gave em | | — 
e 


's 
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Lov. Oh I took particular notice of one that is always 
Spruc'd up with a deal of dirty Sky-colonr'd Ribband. 

Bell, s one of the walking Flajolers who baunt the | 
Mall o' Nights, — 

Lov. Ii I remember him, h'has a hollow Tooth 
Enough to ſpoil the ſweetneſs of an Evening. 

Sir Fop. I have ſeen the talleſt walk the Streets with a 
Dainty pair of Boxes, neatly buckl'd on. 

Lov. And alittle Foot-boy at his Heels Pocket high, 
With a flat Cap a dirty Face. 

Sir Fop. And a ſnotty Noſe 

Lov. Oh — odious there's many of my own Sex 
With that Zolborn Equipage trip to Gray's Im- Malls; 

And now and then Travel hither on a Sunday. 

Med. She takes no notice of you. 

Dor. Damn her! I am jealous of a Counter- plot ! ! 

Lov; Your Liveries are the fineſt, Sir Fopling. 

Oh that Page! that Page is the prettily'ſt dreſt ————_ 
are all Frenchmen. 

Sir Fop. There's one damn'd Engliſh Blockhead 
Among em, y ou may know him by his Mien 

Lov. Oh! that s he, that's he; what do y uu call him? 

Sir Fop. Hey —— I know not what to call him.——- 

Lov. What's your Name ? 

Foot-m. Folm Trott, Madam |! 

Sir Fop. O unſufferable ! Trott, Thott, Trott! there's: 
Nothing ſo barbarous as the Names of our Eng'iſh 
Servants. What Countryman are you, Sirrah ? 

Foot-m; Hampſhire, Sir. 

Sir Fop, Then Hampſhirebeyour Name: 2 ampſhre !- 

Lov. O that —. that Sound decomes the Mouth of 
A Man of Quality ! 

Med. Dorimant, you look a little baſhful on the matter l 

Dor. She diſſembles better than I thought ſhe could 
Have done. 

Med. You have tempted her with too luſtious a Bait. 
dhe bites at the Coxcomb. 

Dor. She cannot fall from loving me to that ? 

Med. You begin to be jealous in earneſt. 

Dor. Of one I do not love — 


L 5 Med, 
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_ Med. You did love ber. 

Dar, The Fit has Jong been over * ERGY 

Meg, But I have known Men fall into dangerous 
Relapſes when they have found a Woman i to 
Another. 

Dor. He pueſſesrheSeacta my Heart! Tam concera'd, 
Bot dare nat ſhow it, leſt Rallinda ſhould miſtruſt all I 
Have done to pain her. [ To limelf 

Bell. ale. I have watch'd his Looks and find no 
Alteration there. * he love her, ſome ſigus of — 
Would have appear d 

Dar: I hape. this happy Evening, Madam, bas reconci'd 
You to the ſcandalous Mall, we ſhall have you 2 
Hankering here again. | 

Lov. Sir Fopling, will you walk 8 

Sir Fap. I am all Obedience, Madam. 

Lov. Come along then and let's agree to be 
Malicious on all the ill-faſhion'd things we meet. 

Sir Fop. We'll make a Critick on the whole Mall, Madam, 

Lov. Bellinds, you ſhall engage 

Bell. To the * — of our ur Friends, my Der. 
* £ov. No, no Exceptions 
Sir Fop, Well ſacrifice all w 08 to our Diner 
Lov. All — all — 
Sir Fop. All. 
Beil. All? Then let it be. | 
xx. Sir Fop. Lov. Bell. and Pere laughing 
Med. Woud you had brought ſome more of your 
Friends, Dorimant, to have been Witneſſes of bir Fopling's 
Diſgrace and your Triumph —— 
Bor. 'T were unreaſonable to defire you net to laugh 
At me : but pray Go not expole me to the Town this 
Dey or two. 
— — By that time you-hope to have regain'd your 
it 
Der. 1 know ſhe hates Fopling, and makes uſe of 
Him in hope to work me on again; boy not been for 
Some powerful Conkderations, which will be remov d to 
8 Morrow Morning, 1 had made her 8 off 227 Mask, 
And ſhew the Pallion that lyes panting under 


Euter 


0 
, 
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Enter 4 Foot- man. 
Med. Here comes a Man from Bellair, with News of 
Your laſt Adventure. 
Der. I ama glad he ſent him. I long to know the ; 
Conſequence of our parting. | 
Foor-m. Sir, my Maſter delires you to come to my 


Lady e and bring Mr. Medley with you, 


My Lady her Daughter are there. 
Med, Then all's well, Dorimant—— 


Foot-w. Taey have Tent for the Fiddles, and mean to 
Dance! He bid me tell you, Sir, the old Lady does not 
Knbw you, and would have you own your {elf to be 
Mr. Courtage. They are all — to receive you by 
That Name. 

Dor. That Foppiſh Admirer of Quality, who flatters 
The very Meat at” Honourable Tables, and never offers 
Love to a Woman below a Lady-Grandmother. 

Med. You know the Character you are to Act, I ſee, © 
Dor. This is Harriet s Contrivance ——= wild, witty, 
Loveſome, beautiful and young —— come along, Medley. 

_ This new Woman would well lupply the loſs of 
Loveit. 

Dor. That Buſineſs muſt not end ſo: before to-morrow 
Sun is a I will revenge and clear ir. - 


Tbs an Loveit to her Coft, ſhall find 


all the 2 of Womankid, =D im 
ATC T W. 8 0 E N i 1 1 


— opens with the reels ot 4 _— 
Dance. 


Enter Devichone, Lady Woodvil, Young Bellair, and Mys, 
Harriet, Old Bellair and Emilia, Mr. Medley en 


rr r A EPI Te 1; 
0. Bell. CO, ſo, ſo, a ſmart Bout, a very ſmart Bout, 
A-dod ! - 


_ Town. How do you like Emilia's Dancing, Brother ? 
O, Bell, 
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\ 


O. Bell. Not at all, not at all. 


Town. You ſpeak | 
O. Bell. No matter for that, go bid her Dance no 


not what you think, I am ſure, 


i 


More, it don't become her, it dont become her, tell her 
I fay fo : a-dod I love her. 


Dor. All People mingle now-a-days, 


And in publick places 
Reſpect ſhow's 'em. | 
Wood. I proteſt * ſay the 
Dor. Forms 
Uphold 


Aſide and neglected. 


Wood. W 


Ceremonies, the only thing 
Quality and Greatneſs, are now ſhamefully laid 


Madam, 


Truth, Mr. Comrtage. 


s that 


LAſide, 


[ To L. Wood. 
Women of Quality have the leaſt 


this is not the Womens Age, let em 


Think what they will, Lewdneſs is the Buſineſs now, 


Love was the Buſineſs in my Time. 
Young Men of this Age, they're generally only dull 


a 


Dor. The Women indeed are little beholden to the 


Admirers of themſelves, and make their Court to nothing 
But their Perriwigs and their Cravats, and would be more 
Concern d for the diſordering em, tho on a good 
Occaſion, than a young Maid would be for the tumbling 
Of her Head or Handkerchief. 


Mood. J proteſt you hit 'em. 
Dor. They are v 


aſſiduous to ſhow themſelves at 


Court well dreſs'd to the Women of Quality, but their 
Buſineſs is with the ſtale Miſtreſſes of the Town, who 
Are prepar d to receive their lazy Addreſſes by 


Induſtrious old Lovers, who 


Made em eaſie. 3 


More, and ſhe]: dance a kiſſing 
Med. Dutifully Tp: Madam. 
pretend to be great Criticks in Beauty; 
By their T 5 
Yet can doat on an ill one, if it bel 


Har. He fits my Mother's Hu 


Dor. T 
you would think t 


have caſt em off, and | 


mour ſo well, a little 


Dance with 


| him anon. 


lik d no Face, and 


to a Landreſs or 


A Taylor's Daughter; they cry a Woman's paſt her Prime 


1 


rable at Thirty. 


At Twenty, decay d at Four and T 


. 


wenty, old and 


8 


Mood, 


Sir Fopling Flutter. | 
Mood. Unſufferable at Thirty! That 
Wrong, Mr. Courtage, at Five and rh band» ich; 
vroofs enough to convince em. | 
. Dor. Ay, Madam! there's Mrs. Serlante, Mrs. 
„ud my Lady Lowd 3 ſhew me among all our opening 
Buds, a Face that promiſes ſo ——_ Beauty as theRemains 
of theirs. | 
Hod. The deprav'd A ite of this vicious Ape N 
— — but green Fruit, and loaths it when tis 
* : 
— e ſo many deſerving Women, Madam, would 
Kot bo ſo untimely neglected. - 1 2 
Wood. 1 proteſt, Mr. Courtage, a Dozen ſuch go 
Wen as you, would be enough to attone for that wicked 
Derimant, and all the under- Debauchees of the Town. 
What's the matter there? 
lar. Emil. T. Bell. Med. Lady. Town. 2 
aut into à Laughter, | 
Med. A pleaſant Miſtake, Madam, that a Lady has. 
Made, — a little — — | le, they 
O. Bell. Come, come, you em 1 
patient till the Fiddles pla 2 — 
Dor. You are not weary, ? 
* One Dance more; I cannot —_ 
Courtage. | ö * Dances; A 
Emil. You are very aQtive, Sir. "Y 
- [ er the Dane Old Bellair, ar and 
ing up to Emilia. 

0. Bell. A-dod, Sirrah, when I was. a young Fellow I 
Could ha Caper'd > as my Women s Gorget. 
Dor. Lou are willing to reſt your ſelf, 1 

Town, We'll walk into my Chamber and fit down... 
Med. Leave us Mr. Courtage, he's a Dancer, and the 
Young Ladies are not weary yet. | 
Mood. We'll ſend him out again. 
pr Har. If you do nor quickly, 1 know where to ſand © 
16 oer Mr. 22 os 
Wood. This Girl ; Ma, os is e nn 
du that wild Fellow. 
* 1 > 


SY Wy 


— 
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well you have got her 

Le we arta got « goed Hinohang, 
” SN Ex. 


Do not throw thy ſelf n Fellow. 
Intention, Sir 


mail. I have no ſuch 1 
O. Bell, Have a little patience, thou ſhalt have the 

Man I Cale of. A dod he loves thee, and will make ; 
d Husbarmd, but no Words. 


no more. 
dae done, Sir? 


O. Bull. I xe ugly, you are ugly, is ſhe not, 


Emil. — Words, or I ſh'at abide you. 

O. Bell. Out a » What does ſhe ſay? Hit 

Her a pat for me * Erie Old Belk, 
You Rave Ohms forthe whole Fun b 

Dor. You'll ſpoil all with ſomeunſeafonable 
- Med. You ſee I confine my Tongue, and am — 
0 To be a bare Spectator, much contrary te my Nature. 

Emil. Methinks, Mr. Dorimant, my A Moodvil is 
Little fond of ou. 

Dir. Wou Ader Dangber wer | 

Med. It may be you may find ber {, wry dats, you 
Have in Opportunity. 

Der. And 1 will not loſe it: Beilair, here's a Lady bas 
Something to ſay to you. 

Y. Bell. 1 upon her. Nr. Medley, we bare both 
Buſineſs with you. 

Doy. Get you al togerher then, [Tv Harriet] That 
Demure Curt'ſy is. not amils in Jeſt, but do not think in 
Farneft it becomes you. 

Har. Affectation n e 
Bow I got it. 


Dug 
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Der. Where had you all that Scorn and Caldneſs.in 
. Har. From Nature, Sir, pardon my want of Art; 1 
1 Wire not learnt thoſe Softneſſes and Languiſhings which 
Now in Faces. we ſo much in Faſhion.  _._ | 
Dor. You need em not, you have a Sweetneſs of you | 
Own, if you would but calm your Frowas. and let ix ſettle. 
Har. My Eyes are wild and wand'ring like my Paſſions, 
ind cannot yet be ty d to Rules of Charming. 
Dor. 2 indeed ER Method 7 
aging thaſe Meſſengers ve ; now they wi 
— they would kill, and agen they will look. as if 
They were dying. They point and rebate their Glagces, 
ſhe better to invite us. 1 8% 
Har. I like this Variety well enough + but hate the ſet 
Face that always looks as it would ſay, Come love me. 
i Woman who at Plays makes the Deux»yeux to a 
rs Audience, and at home cannot forbear em to ber 
Monkey, | 2347 SL 
Dor. Put on a gentle Smile, and let me ſee how well 
Her. I am {lorry my not pleaſe you 36 it is, 
but 1 ſhall not be Complaiſant and change it. ont 
Dor. Though you are obſtinate,” I know tis capable of 
kprovement, and ſhall do you Juſtice, Madam, if I 
Chance to be at Court, when the Criticks of the Circle 
Pas their Judgment: for thither you muſt came. 
Har. And expect to be taken in pieces, have all my 
Features examin'd, every Motion cenſur'd, and on the - 
Whole' be condemn'd to be but pretty, or a Beauty of the 
Den. The Women, ney the "ery Lovers who belong 
To the Drawing ro will maliciouſly allow you more 
Than that; they always grant what is apparent, that they 
May the better be believ'd when they name conceal a 
Faults they cannot — 2 
Har. Beauty runs as great a riſque expor'd at Court. 
bs Wit does on the Stage, where the ugly and the 


Ait 


has 


a 


* 


© "x A £4 
*4x - 
Dor. 


— 
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Der. aſide. 1 love her, and dare not let her know it ; l Y. 
Fear ſh'as an Aſcendant o'er me, and may revenge the M 
— 2 it Think of making a Party ; 

Madam; Love will [To her; M. 

A Har. You make me r I did not think to have Up it 
= Hard of Love from you gui! 
Dor. I never knew what ewes to have a ſettled Agua Fo 

Vet, but now and then have had irregular Fits. 5 [ncog 

Har. Take heed, Sickneſs after long Health is Sir 

more violent and dangerous. Ha 

by 3 I have took the Infection from her, and feel the Sir 
Diſeaſe now ſpreading in me — - IA en 

E che Name of Love fo frightful; that you dare not Ha 

Stand it ? [To hero 1 
e. "Twill do little Execution out of your Mouth of. . 

4 Me, I am ſure, hic 
Dor. It has been fatal Meet! 

To ſome eaſie Women, but we are not al Boi Diſco 

q one Deſtiny ; I vas inform m'd you uſe to Laugh-a _ 

and not make it. ir 

The time has been, but now I muſt ſpeak Ne 

K ar If it be on that idte Subject, 1 will put on my Sir 

A —— my -Head careleſly from you, drop The I 

my Eye· lids fall, and hang half o'er my Hearc 

Eye. Thus, while you buzz a Speech of an Hou DP 
Bong in my Ear, eswe and Werd ;- why & Sir 

You not begin? — 

Dor. That the y may take notice how y ir 

Paſhon —— yances of Love, and bow — 

Diſdainfu receive m. 8 
Har. "= tans Love's: enough to make Fry 
You bear being Jaugh'd at, I — ve to trouble ug 

| Wane! it. Till when, pray hoe - 
; Enter Sir Fopling, and cen, in Mass. Take 
Dor What's here, Maſquerades ? =o 
Aar. I thought that Foppery had been left-off; and Thet 
mig private with a Fiddle. Mea 
n 2 
Who find themſelves 8 the leſs they von 


„e 


J. Bok 


P ⁰ w te 
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v. Bell. This muſt be Sir F 

Med. That extraordinary Habi t ſhews it, 

Y. Bell, What are the reſt? 

Med. A Company. of French Raſcals * he pc 

Up in Paris, and has brought over to be his Dancm 

[quipage on theſe Occaſions, Make him own bimſcl! 

fool is very troubleſome when he preſumes he is 

[ncognito. 3 

Sr Fop. Do you know me? [To Harriet 

Har. Ten to one but I gueſs at you. | 

Sir Fop. Are you Women as fond of a Vizard as we 

Men are 

Har. I am very y fond of a Vizard that covers a Face 

[do not like, Sir | 

Y. Bell. Here are no Masks you ſee, Sir, but thoſs | 

Which came with you; this was intended a private. | 
Meeting, but N "if you ; 

— fond ſelf know you to be ſuch, you 

dall be welcome. 

Sir Fop. Dear Bellair ! 7 [Pulling off bis Mack, 

Med. Sir F Wr: 

Tat + Faith I was coming late late from Whitehall, after 

Couch, one of my People told me he had 

ad es at my Lady Townley's, nd 

Dor. You need not ſay any more, Sir. | 

„ 5 I 
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k you, Sir Fopling - [i hiſders. 
8 Fop Enough, enou pretty kind of 
Young W oman that, N 1 Tobſen'd — in the Mall 


More Eveliè than our Engliſh Women commonly arcs. 
prythee what is ſhe? 
Med, The moſ noted Coquetts in 'Townz beware of 


Sir Fop. Let her be what ſhe will, I know how to.. 
Take my Meaſures; in Paris the Mode is to flatter ths 
ods laugh at the Faux-prude, made ſerious Love to 

— ue 

what think 

Med. That for ee —— 

You may be out in your Judgment at "_ * 1 
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Sir Fop. What a Coc & Vane is this? I talk of Da 
Women, and thou an{wer'ſt Tennis. = Sir Fr 
 Aﬀed. Miſtakes will be for want of Apprehenſion. were al 


Sir Lam of the een | here Dor. 
with — Family. 7 _ ic F 


Aed. My Lady truly is a good Woman. Body by 

Sir -Fop ab Dorimant, Gourtage I would ſay, wou d bu. paſe 
Thou 1240 ſpent the laſt Winter in Paris with me. When Dar. 
Thou wert —ͤ 5 Hr the only Sir Fe 
Habitudes we had, a Comedian would have been a bonne ever ſ 
Fortune. No St: anger ever paſs'd his Time ſo well as I bir h-D 


Did ſome Months before I came over, I was well L 
Receiv'd in a Dozen Families, where all the Women of Sir Fe 
Qualicy us'd to Viſitz I have Intrigues to tell thee, more WM Dor. 
Pleaſant than ever thaw edit in a Novel. Expenc 


— part 
A Gentleman ſhould never go bond a Kang or «Bil. 
Har. Bagfid was n Gentleman. + 
Sir Fep. Who, D' Anbei? ; 
- ed. Was there: over dach a bro Blockhead ? | 
Har. Not D' Anbei, Sir, bus Ru. He who w 
The Loves of France. 
= — may be, Madam: many Gentlemen do 
Thin are is aw Damn your N 
Women are ee e 

8 — 

———— — ſelf to- ni 
— — will not think of fooling wi 
Body here. 


Sir Fp. EG 
; Madam —— Dorimant—— 
Dor. Again! i 
Sir Fop. Conrtage, a Por on't, I have oanerbing to d 
Thee. When 1 had made my Court within, 1 came 
Out and flung ſelf upon the Mat, under the State 1 
th outward Room, i th midit of half a Dozen Beauties, 
— ew, 207m as they 
* jj 2 
& on, 
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Dor Did you know em? 
Sir Fop. Not one of em, by Heav'ns! not 1. But they 


were all your Friends. 
Dor. How are you ſure of that? 


Sir Top. Why, we laugh'd zt all the Town; ſpar'd no 
ol ar your af a gil ite goons K. 


Dor, I know you are malicious to your Power. iy | | 
Sir Fop. And Faith I hed Oecaſion to ſhew it, for 1 VINE 
Keer law mate pia Fools at = Ball, ar on 2 HR 
bir h- Day. Lit | 
Dor: Faw learn'd * the Tomes wg com? 
ir Fop., No matter; they frequent the Drawing-room. 
Dor. And entertain 8 pleaſantly at the 
Expence of all the Fops who came there, 
Sir Fop. Thats their Buſineſs; Fark I fred em. apd 
Find they have a fort of Wit am m——Ab Filthy. 
e a Fer * 
Dor. Look, he has been pinching e Tallow e. 
Sir Fop, How can you breath in a Room where there's 
ereaſe Jing? Norimant, thou art Nel with my 
j — adviſe her for her own fake, and the good 


Wax 
15 . ior 52 Hee datyonats who 2 


diſtance? 
5 F 1 See f Balladins, whom I pick d out of the 
beſt in 2. rance, Ki. br _ with a Flutcs-deux + 


Or two, my Servants ; they ſhall 
Har, J had ather ſec u Dagce A 


Sir Fop. And I had rather do it all ee 


05, N 
Med, Like a Woman, 1 e ad be gat 
With, before one brings you to what you de. 
Har, Can he Dance? [ 4fde: 
Emil. And Fence and Sing too, if you wil believe him. 
Dor, es. Heels than in 
His Head. He went to Paris a plain baſi ul 


Eogliſh 
ke, eine hp. : 
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Ned. I cannot prevail. 
Sir Fop. Do not think it wantof Compliſance, Madam 
Har. ou are tos well bred to want that, Sis Foplng. 
I believe it want of Power. 
ok - By Heay'ns and ſo it is. I have fat up ſo 
de? and drunk fo curſed hard ſince I came to 
Thi lewd Town, that I am fit for nothing but low 
now, a Corant, a Borè, or a Minnuẽt; but 
2 tells me, if I will but be regular, in one 
Monch 1 fall rife un. Pox on this 
| L Endeavours at a Cat 
Emil. I have heard your Dancing much commended, 
Sir Fop. It had the Fortune to pleaſe in Pari;, 
I was judg'd to riſe within an Inch as high as the Baſque 
In an Entry I danc'd there. 
Hay, I am mightil taken with this Fool : let us fit: 
Here's a Seat, Sir Fopling. 
Sir Fop. At your cet, Madam; I can be no where fe 
Much at Eaſe; by your leave, Gown. 
Aar. and Emil. Ah! you'll ſpoil it. 
Sir Fop. No matter, y Cloaths are Creatures. I 
Make em to make my Court to you Ladies, Hey— Dai Fool; 
Qu'on Comence, to an Dancer Motions, Wood. 
1 is Fellow, one of my Set 
carrying Ob horrid | leave your damn d manner 
—— have you not a 
you-——ypretty well! 5 
3 
Lag Weg 
0. Boll. Hey a-dod!? (tur have we have, x# mumming? 
Wood. Where's my Daughter Harriet? 
Der. Here, here, Madam. 1 know not but under the 
Diſguiſes there may be dangerous Sparks, L gave the 
Young Lady warning. 
od. Lord! I am b obig d to you, Mr. Cr, 
Har. Lord! how you admire this Man. 
Wood. Whar have you to cxcept againſt him? O. B 
Har. Te nor 10 db That D 
Wood: He's not a Dorimant, a wild extravagant F Good 3 
* A. 
= 
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Har. He's a Man made up of Forms and common 

ces, ſuck d out of the remaining Lees of the laſt Age. 
— He's ſo good Man, that were you not 


aged 


12 Yau'll have but little Night to ſleep in. 
Wood. Lord! tis perfect Day 
Dor. The Hour is almoſt come, I appointed Bellinda, 
id Iam not ſo fop iſhly in Love here to forget; LAlids. 
im Fleſh and Rios your 5 
Town. Tam very ſenfible, Madam. 1 
. Look, in wear a ſtruggle is ay poor Mother, 
Wl Y. Bell, She has much ado to bringoutthe Compliment. a 
22 ſ le ale her Eyes ftaring, 
Har. See, ſee H rottering, yes 
1 poo Under Lip trembling | 
Now, now ſhe's in * yery Convulſions of ber 

ney > [fe] *Sdeath, I ſhall loſe Bellinda: I muſt 
ſhell be an Hour in this Fit of good 
anners elſe. . Do you not know 
Madam 
: 25 have ſeeti that Face — Oh Heav'n! tis the 
me we met in the Mall, how came he here? 
bor. A Fiddle in this Town is a kind of Fop- call; no 
Whooner it ftrikes up, but the Houſe is beſieg'd with an . 
Amy of Maſquerades he. 
2 Lord! I tremble, Mr. Courtage; for certain 
Drimant is in the Company. 
| LOW. I _— confidently ſay he is not, 5 had "Y 
: one. I will wait upon you; your Daughter. is in 
| Rants of Mr, Bellair. EOS AS 

Mood. T'll ſee her before me. A come away. 
Y. Bell. Lights! Lights! | 
Town. Light down there. hs , 
O. Bell. A-dod it needs not.. 
Dor. Call my Lady FoodviPs Coach to the Door quickly. 
O. Bell, Stay, Mr, "Medley, let the young Fellows do 
— we will drink a Glaſs of Wine Wine together. "I 


A; what 2 Spark is that? 
Ned. 


? 
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Med. gt hon NA ns in fewy Words, 


Sir Fop. Hey! 


Med. 
Sir Fop. I have 23 cee, 


92 ber put the Ladies aro der Cord, und 
8 A Ec mann ins T1 call for x Bottle, , 


Obſerved in him. 
— 


V. Bell. Stoln home; he has had Buſineſs re 
Him there all this Night, I believe, by ant Im patience 1 


likely, tts but digetwiug Drunkenneſy 


L* l Bella 


at his Friends, and the kitid'S will embrace th to 
, and forget the tedious tion. | ine and 
Sir Fop. I muſt pat wich him before 1 
T. Bell. Enilia and I are reſdl ved on that res 
Aﬀed. Peace; here's your Father. 
Enter Ol Bellatr, ani Butler — Fir Bop. 
O. Bell. The Women me all gone to Bed. Boy 1857 ies, a 
Mr. Me a Health. . Med. \ 
| Abd: To Emilia. D ißer r after 
— Bell. Our u pirel eee uk 
you. Ways 
bes 7.54 
O. Bell. A aan fe then. firs, 4 
Sir Fp. Let 5 O. Bel 
DO. Bell. A-dod eber Ger it Sir F 
= art Sang: - = 
A or driaki oneſt N 
O. Bell. Let us x dining | Hearty, . 
1 Slate round, and draw up in a S F. 
Body. Hey! Muſick! O. Be 
| Med. 
- They Sing, Sir Fo; 
eater. 


22 


At 
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| the Plays we are conſtantly making our Court, | 
pd when they are ended we follow the Sport 
lere we love —_ tis Aut; 
arkling Champaigm 
s os end to their Reign; 


quickly recovers 


. nd divane all er Strrows 
— we relapſe again on the Morrow. 
E / 
fan. m_—_—— 17 
Lbriskiy diſcharge as t Word 0 Command, 

f ws Hah ts al tf * 
en to 3 12 FE, Fg 
© | 12 - - FROG ſhould in 

ſent all roget 


and now Boys give Fire—— 


2 0. Ball Andod, a pretty Bus ur neſß, and very merry. 
r Fop. Hark you, Medley, let you and I take the 
alles, and go waken Dorimant. 

Med. We ſhall do him a Courteſie, if it be as I 
after the Fatigue of this Night, hell quickly have his 
y full, 1 glad of an Occaſion to cry, Take 

way, Han 

J. Bell. * you, and there we'll conſult bout 
fairs, Me 

O. Bell. looks 03 his Watch.) A-dod, tis fix x Clock. 
Sir Fop. Let's away then. 4 

J. Bell. Mr. Medley, my Siſter. tells me you are an 
oneſt Man, yr of 2004 1 3 — ou. tm and 
Wicrty, that's the way with old. H Harry: 

ol Sir F Tr Hoy. 1 
O. Bell. W at does the Min mean? | 
Med. Tis Day, Sir Fopling, - 

Sir Fop. No matter. Our Serenade will look the 


rn | * 


3 | SCENE 


IRE thing 
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5 | SCENE II. | Bel 
SCENE, Dorimant's Lodging, 6Table, «Card | Bell 


@ Toilet, &c. Handy tying #p Linnen. my 
Enter Dori mant is his Gown, and Bellinda. — 
Vor. Why will you be ſo ſoon? 
| Bol Wh Gid you. p our c le? *. 
Dor. Call a Chair, ; what makes you tremble { 0 
Bell. I have a thouſand cars about me: Have I not 
Wks Gans dude you? 
Dor. By no Body but may elf and truſty Handy. 


are all P 
Gerd ben on vera Enna. wi 


Bell. Can you be ſo unkind to ark me?—well—[si; 
Were it to do again 
Der. We ſhould doit, ſhould we not? 
Bell, I think we ſhould; the wickeder Man you to 
me loye ſo well——will you be diſcreet now! 
. I wil —— 


it. 
it. 


e 00 more Power to keep the Secret, 
| had not to truſt with it. 
y all the Joys have had, and thoſe you keey 1 


B 

N ou never did before 
y that Truth thou haſt ſpoken, a Wife ſhall 
her {elf to her Hus | 
had rather you ſhould be falſe in this, than 
3 


I 


ick , r 
Tis not likely Man ſhould be fond of ſeeing a 
Dama'd old Play when there is a new one acted. i 
| 7 : a 
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Bell. I dare not truſt your Promiſe. 
Dor. You may a 

1 Bell. This does not ſatisfie me. You ſhall ſwear you 

Never will ſee her more. 

Dor, I will! a thouſand Oathe——By all 
Bell, Hold you ſhall not, now I think on't better, 
Dor. I will ſwear ——— EO ma pgs hd 

Bell. I ſhall grow jealous of the Oath, and think I 

Owe your Truth to that, not to your Love. 

Dor. Then, by my Love, no other Oath LI ſwear, 
Enter Handy, 1 85 

Handy. Here's a Chair, 

Bell. Let me go. 

Dor. I cannot. | 

Bell. Too willingly, I fear. : 

. Dor. Too unkindly fear d. When will you promiſe 
e again? | 
Bell, Not this Fortnight. - 

Dor. You will be better than your Word. 
Bell. I think I ſhall. Will it not make you | 
lore me leſs? 8 Starting. 

Hark! what Fiddles are theſe? [ Fiddles without. 
Dar. Look out, Handy. Ex. Handy, and returns. 

= Handy. Mr. Medley, Mr. Bellair, and Sir Fopling, 

bey are coming up. | 

Dor, How got they in? 

Handy. The Door was open for the Chair. 

Bell, Lord! let me fly ö 

Dor. Here, here, down the back-Stairs. Fl ſee you | 
hto your Chair. : | 

Bell. No, no, ſtay and receive em, and be ſure you 
Keep your Word, and never ſee Loveit more. Let it be 


Proof of your Kindneſs. 
Dor. It fhall Handy, dire& her. Everlaſting 
Love go along with thee. Kiſſing her Hand. 


| [ Ex. Bellinda and Handy. 
Enter Young Bellair, Medley, and Sir Fopling. 
V. Bell. Not a-bed yet! ITN” TO 
Med. You have had an irregular Fit, Dorimant. - 


M V. Bells 
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V. Bell. And is it off already? 
Dor. Nature has done her Part, Gentlemen; when ſp 

Falls kindly to Work, great Cures are effected in litile 

Time, ou know. , - | 

Sir Fep. We thought there was a Wench in the Caſe 
By the Chair that waited. Pr'ythee make us a Confidanct 

Dor. Excuſe me. 

Sir Fop. Le ſage, Dorimant: was ſhe pretty ? 

. Dor. So pretty ihe may come to keep her Coach, and 
Pay Pariſh- Duties, if the good Humour of the Age 
Continue . 


Pere 


— 
oY wa 


e - 


Med. And be of the number of the Ladies kept by D 
Publick· ſpirited Men, for the good of the Whole Town S1 
Sir Fop. Well ſaid, Medley. | Sir Fop. dancing by hinſe Fain 

© Y. Bell. See, Sir Fopling dancing. D 
Dor. You are practiſing, and have a mind to recover, Si 

I fee. | Here 
Sir Fop. Pr'ythee, Dorimant, why haſt not thou a G 4 
Hung up here? A Room is the dulleſt thing without o Si 
Y. Bell. Here is Company to entertain you. Y. 
Sir Fop. But I mean in caſe of being alone. Ina Sir 
Glaſs a Man may entertain himſelf Worl 
Dor. The Shadow of himſelf indeed. 1 


Sir * Correct the Errors of his Motions and his Dre 
Med. I find, Sir Fopling, in your Solitude you rememt 
The Saying of the Wiſe Man, and ſtudy your ſelf. 
Sir Fop. Tis the beſt Diverſion in our Retirements. 
Dorimant, thou art a pretty Fellow, and wear'ſt thy 
Cloaths well, but I never {aw thee have a handſome 
Cravat. Were they made up like mine, they'd give 
Another Air to thy Face. Pr'ythee let me fend my Ma 
To dreſs thee but one Day. By Heav'ns an Engliſh 
Man cannot tye a Ribbon. | 
Dor. They are ſomething clumſie-fiſted 


Sir Fop. I have brought over the prettieſt Fellow ti 
Ever ſpread a Toilet; he ſerved ſome time under Meril Sir 
The greatelt Hr hap: hats for a Valet de Chamb Tune, 

Dor. What, he Who formerly belong d to the Duke Me. 
of Candale i | EL LOT 
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Sir Fop. Theſame, and got him his Immortal Reputation. 
Dor. Y*ave a very fine Brandenburg on, Sir Fopling. 

Sir Fop. It ſerves to wrap me up, after the Fatigue of 

A Ball. | | | 5 
Med. I ſee you often in it, with your Perriwig ty d up. 
Sir Fop. We ſhould not always be in a Set-Dreſs, tis 

More en Cavalier to appear now and then in a Diſhabillee. 
Med. Pray how goes your Buſineſs with Loveit ? 

Sir Fop. Vou might have anſwered your ſelf in the Mall 

"Laſt Night. Dorimant! did you not ſee the Advances 

She made me? I have been endeayouring at a Song. 
Dor. Already! : 

Sir Fop. Tis my coup'd Eſſay in Engliſp; I would 

Fun have thy Opinion of it. 

Dor. Let's ſee it. | 

Sir Fop. Hey Page, give me my Song Bellaiy, 
Here, thou haſt a pretty Voice, ting it. 

Y. Bell. Sing it your ſelf, Sir Fopling. 

Sir Fop. Excuſe me. 4 

Y. Bell. You learnt to ſing in Paris. 

Sir Fep. I did, of Lambert the greateſt Maſter in the 
World; but I have his own Fault, a weak Voice, and 
Care not to ſing out of a Ri. 

Dor. A Ruel is a pretty Cage for a ſinging Fop, indeed. 


\ 
Young Bellair reads the Sang. 
f 27 Charming Phillis is ! how Fair! 
Ah that ſhe were as willing 

To eaſe my wounded Heart of Care, 

And make her Eyes leſs killing. 
I gh! I gh! I languiſh now, 

And Love will not let me reſt, 
I drive about the Park, and bow 

Still as I meet my deareſs. — 


Sir Fop. Sing it, ſing it Man, it goes to a pretty new 
Tune, which I am confident was m b {ghee | 
2 Sing it your ſelf, Sir Fopling, he does not know 


Tune, 
M 2 Sir 


* b_ — * 8 " ED 
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— 


Sir Fop. Ill venture. [ir Fopling ing, 

Dor. ; marry, now tis ſomething. | ſhall not PE I 
Flatter you, Sir Fopling, there is not much Thought in't, 1 
But tis paſſionate, and well turn'd. 60. 

Med, After the French Way. 3 Sorr 

Sir Fop. That I aim'd at does it not give you 2 M 

Lively Image of the Thing? Slap down goes the Glaſs, Place 
And thus wie are at it. | D 

Der, It does indeed: I perceive, Sir Fopling, you'll At y 
Be the very Head of the Sparks, who are lucky in Y. 
Compoſitions of this Nature. | Muc 

+ Enter Sir Fopling's Foor- man. D. 

Sir Fop. La Tour, is the Bath ready? 

Foot-m. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Fop. Adieu donc mes cheres. Exit Sir Fopling. 

Med. When have you your Revenge on Loveit, 

Dorimant ? x | 

Dor. I will but change my Linnen, and about it. Inte 

Med. The powerful Conſiderations which hinder'd 
Have been remov'd then. | | 
Dor. Moſt luckily this Morning; you muſt along with Bel 
Me, my Reputation lyes at ſtake there. | | Whit] 

Med. 1 am engag'd to Bellair. I C 

Dor. What's your Bufineſs? Bel 
Ned. Ma-tri-mony, an't like you. * C 

Dor. It does not, Sir, ther 

V. Bell, It may in time, Dorimant, what think you off G Se 
Mrs. Harriet? - n Quick] 

Dor. What does ſhe think of me? 1 C 

V. Bell. I am confident ſhe loves you. 5 Bell 

Dor. How does it appear ? | -; | 1 

Y. Bell. Why ſhe's never well but when ſhe's talking 2 
Of you, but then ſhe finds all the Faults in you ſhe can. mg, 
She laughs at all who commend you, but ſhe ſpeaks 1 o. 
Ill of all who do not. , OY | 

Dor. Women of her Temper betray themſelves by 3 + 
Fheir over Cunning, I had once a growing Love with . 
A Lady, who would always quarret with me when 1 1 
Came to ſee her, and yet was never quiet if I ſtay d a ch 5 f 


1 5 Y, Bell 
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V. Bell. My Father is in Love with Emilis. 
Dor. That is a good Warrant for your Proceedings, 

Go on and proſper, I muſt to Loveit. Medley, I am 

Sorry you cannot be a Witneſs. „ 
Med. Make her meet Sir Fopling again in the ſame 

Place, and uſe him ill before me. | 
Dor. That may be brought about, I think. Tl be 

At your Aunt's anon, and give you Joy, Mr. Bellair. 

Y. Bell. You had not beſt think of Mrs. Harriet too 

Much, without Church Security there's no taking up there 
Dor. I may fall into the Snare too. But 

The Wiſe will find a difference in our Fate, 
You wed a Woman, I a good Eſtate. [Exeunt 


SCENE III. 


Enter the Chair with Bellinda, the Men ſet it down and 
open it, Bellinda fartmg. 


Bell. ſurprix d.] Lord! where am I? in the Mall 
Whither have you brought me? f 
1 Chair m. You gave us no Directions, Madam. 
Bell. The Fright I was in made me forget it, [Aſide. 
* — We uſe to carry a Lady from the Squire's 
ther. | 
Bell. This is Loveit. Tam undone if ſhe ſees me. [ Aſide. 
Quickly carry me away. | 
1 Chair-m. Whither, an't like your Honour? 
Bell. Ask no Queſtions. | 
| er Loveit's Foot-man. | 
Foot-m. Have you ſeen my Lady, Madam? 
Bell. Jam juſt come to wait upon her. 
fl Foor-r. She will be glad to ſee you, Madam. She ſent - 
Me to you this Morning to deſire your Company, 
And I was told you went out by Five a-Clock. 
Bell. More and more unlucky! Aſide . 
Foot-m. Will you walk in, Madam ? | 
Bell. I'Il coy my Chair and follow, Ex. Foot- m. 
Tell your Miſtreſs I am here. [Gives the Chair- men Money. 
"+ MJ Take 


ell 


_— 4 
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Take this, and if ever you ſhould be examin'd, be ſure 
Jou ſay you took me up in the Strand over- againſt the Bel, 
Exchange, as you will anſwer it to Mr. Dorimant. E 
Chair-men. We will, an' t like your Honour. Ex. Chair-m, Abr 
Bell. Now to come off, I muſt on- 


ni Confidence and Lies ſome is left; 
*Twere bard to be found out 22 7 fr Theft. (Exit, 


* 
* 


i SCENE IL 
Enter Mrs. Loveit, and Pert her . 


Pert. RIAL in my E is Sir Fopling is no ſuch 
W +5: picable Per ry 
Lov. You are aw — 5 Is 
Pert. He's as handſome a Man as Mr. Dorimant, aid 28 
Great a Gallant. 
Lov. Leg 7 't _ 22 I 3 to his 
Im mu 'd with yours too? 
Err, indeed, Madam e 
Lov. Tis falſe, mercenary Malice 
Enter her Foot-man 
Foor-m. Mrs. Bellinda, Madam 
Lov. What of her? 
Foor- m. She's below. 
Lov. How came ſhe? 
Foot-m, In a Chair, ambling ing Harry brought her. 
Lov. He bring her! his Chair ſtands near Dorimant's 
Door, and always brings me from thence=—Run and 
Ask him where he took her up; go: there is no Truth 
In Friendſhip neither. Wemen as well as Men, all arc 
Falſe, or all are ſo to me at leaſt. | 
Pert. You are jealous of her too? | They 
Lev. You had beſt tell ber I am. *Twill become the |} "in 
. Liberty you take of late. This Fellow's bringing of her, 
| Her poi out by Five a- Clock know not what to Lo 


> man 


e 


Ty 
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8 8 Enter Bellinda. 55 

Fellinda, you are grown' an early Riſer, I hear. | 

Bell. Do you not wouder, my Dear, what made me 
Abroad ſo ſoon ? 8 | 50 

Lov. You do not uſe to be ſo. 5 

Bell. The Country Gentlewomen I told you of 
(Lord! they have the oddeſt Diverſions!) would never 
Let me reſtꝰ till I promis d to go with them to the Market, 
This Morning, to eat Fruit and buy Noſegays. 

Lov. Are they io fond of a filthy Noſ gay? | 

Bell. They complain of the Stinks of the Town, and 
hre never well but when they have their Noſes in one. 

Lov. There are Eſſences and ee he wag | 

Bell. O th out: Perfumes they are 
wry Bape, — of 2 was falling into a Fit with the 
mell of theſe Narolui. 

Lov. Methinks in Complaiſance you ſhould have had a 
Noſegay too. | BN 

Do you think, my Dear, I could beſo loathſome to 

Trick my ſelf up with Carnations and Stock-Gilliflowers? 
begg' d their Pardon, and teld them I never wore any 
Thing but Orange-Flowers and Tuberoſe. That which 
Made me willing to go was a ſtrange Deſire I had to eat 
Some freſh Nectarens. | | 

Lov. And had you any? 

Beil. The beſt I ever taſted. 

Lov. Whence came you now? 

| Bell, From their Lodgings, where I crowded out of a 
Coach, and took a Chair to come and ſee you, my Dear, 

Lov. Whither did you ſend for that Chair?  _ 

Bell. Twas going by empty. | 
Lov, Where do theſe Country Gentlewomen Lodge, _ 

pray? | n 

Bell. In the Strand, over againſt the Exchange. 

Pert. That Place is never without a Neſt of em. 
They are always as one goes by flearing in Balooniee, or 
Staring out of Windows. 


Euter Fodt- man. Fe” | 
Lov. [To the. Foot m.] Come hither. Lu biſpers. 
© Mz, Bell, 


- 
- 
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Bell. Afide. This Fellow, by her Order, has been 


Queſtioning the Chalr- men; I threaten'd 'em with the W 
Name of Dorimanz; if they ſhould have 8 Truth I am | 
Loſt for ever. He 
Lov. In the Strand ſaid you? | Bec 
Foot-m. Yes, Madam, over- againſt the e 
[Exit Foot man. J 


Lov. She's innocent, and I am much to blame. 
Bell. Aſide. I am ſo frighted, my Countenance will 
Betray me. 
Lov. Bellinda! what makes you look ſo pale? 
Bell. Want of my uſual Reſt, and jolting up and down 
So long in an odious Hackney. [Foot-man return. 
Foot- m. Madam! Mr. Derimant ! | 
Lov. What makes him here? 
Bell. Aſide. Then I am betray d indeed, bus broke his 
Word, and I love a Man that does not care for me. 
= Tov. Lord! you faint, Beilinda. | 
3 een e re eee 
udden 
: Pert. She has eaten too much Fruit, 1 warrant you, 
Lov. Not unlikely! 
Pert. Tis that lyes heavy on her Stomach. ä 
Lov. Have her into my Chamber, give her ſome 
Surfeit-Water, and let her lye down a little. 
Pert. Come, Madam, I was a ſtrange Devourer ef 
Fruit when I was fo young, fo Ravenous —— — 


I Ex. Bellinda, and Pert 
Lov. Oh that my . 
That I might receive this Maxi with all the Sond and 
Indignation he deſerves. 
Enter Dorimant. i. | 
Dor. Now for a Touch of Sir Fopling to begin with. 
Hey Page Give poſitive Order that none of 
My bea ſtir Let the Canaile wait as they ſhould 
2 Do———fince Noiſe and Nonſence have ſuch powerful 
ms, 


„ tha cc 
. . 2 ah 


Lov. 


* 
— 


Lov. If that would do, you need not change from 
What you are, you can be vain and loud enough. 

Dor But not with ſo good a Grace as Sir Fopling. 
Hey, Hampſbire Oh —— that Sound, that Sound 
Becomes the Mouth of a Man of _—_ 


Lov. Is there a thing ſo hateful as a ſenſeleſs Mimick 3 


Dor. He's a great Grievance indeed to all who, like 
Your ſelf, Madam, love to play the Fool in quiet. 

Lov. A ridiculous Animal, who has more of the Ape, 
Than the Ape has of the Man in him. IRS 

Dor. I have as mean an Opinion of a Sheer Mimick + 
As your ſelf, yet were he all Ape I ſhould prefer him to 
The Gay, the Giddy, Brisk, Inſipid, Noiſie Fool you 
Doat on. 3 * 

Lov. Thoſe noiſie Fools, however you deſpiſe em, 

; WH Have good Qualities, which weigh more (or ought at 

Leaſt) with us Women, than all the pernicious Wit you 
Have to boaſt of. 


Dor. That I may hereafter have ajuſt value for their 


Merit, pray do me the Favour to name 'em. 


Lov. You'll deſpiſe em as the dull Effects of Ignorance ; 


And Vanity, yet J care not if I mention ſome. Firſt, 
REY admire us, while you at beſt but flatter us 

ell. i 4888 | = © 

Dor. Take heed ! Fools can diſſemble too 

Lov. They may, but not ſo artificially as you 
There is no fear they ſhould deceive us: Then they are 
Aſſiduous, Sir, they are ever offering us their Service, 
And always waiting on our Will. 

Dor. You owe that to their exceſſive Idleneſs, — 
Know not how to entertain themſelves at home, an 
Find ſo little welcome abroad, they are fain to fly to you 
Who Countenance em, as a Refuge againſt the Solit 
They would be otherwiſe condemn'd to. . 

Lev. Their Converſation too diverts us bett | 
Dor. Playing with your Fan, ſmelling to your Gloves; 
Commending your Hair, and taking notice how tis cut 
And ſhaded after the new way. | th 

Lov, Were it ſillier than you can make it, you muſt 


v. „„ Allow 
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| Allow tis pleaſanter to laugh at others, than to be laugh'd 
At our ſelves, though never ſo wittily. Then though 
They want Skill to flatter us, they Aatter themſelves to 
Well; they fave us the Labour ; we need not take that 
Cre and Pains to ſatisfie em of our Love, which we 
So often loſe on y vo RES es 4325 

Dor. They 3 indeed believe too well of 
Themſelves, and always better of you than you deſerve. 


, Lov. You are in the right, they have an implicit Faith 


In us, which keeps em from prying narrowly into our 
Secrets, and faves us the Vexatious Trouble of clearing 
Doubts, which your ſubtle and cauſeleſs Jealouſies every 
Moment raiſe. 
Dor. There is an inbred Falſhood in Women, which 
Inclines em ſtill to them whom they may moſt eaſily 
Deceive. 5 
Tov. The Man who loves above his Quality, does not 
Suffer more from the inſolent Impertinence of his Miſtreſs, 
Than the Woman who loves aboye her Underſtanding, 
Does from the arrogant Preſumptions of her Friend. 
Dor. You miſtake the uſe of Fools, they are deſign d 
For Properties, and not for Friends; you have an 
Indifferent Rock of Reputation left yet. Loſe it all like 
A Frank Gameſter on the Square, twill then be time 


Enough to turn Rook, and cheat it up again on a good 
Subſtantial Bubble, 1 

Lov. The old and the ill- favour'd are only fit for 
Properties indeed, but young and handfom Fools have 


po 


Met with kinder Fortunes. . 

Dor. They have, to the Shame of your Sex be it 
Spoken ; twas this, the thought of this, made me, by 4 
Tirnely Jealouſie, endeayour to prevent the good 
Fortune you are providing for Sir Fopln — But 
Againſt a Woman's Frailty all our Care is vain. 

Lov. Had I not with a dear Experience bought the 
Knowledge of your Falſhood, you m ght have fool'd me 
Yet. This is not the firſt Jealouſie you have feign'd 
To make a Quarrel with me, and get a Week to throw 
Away on ſome ſuch unknown inconſiderabie Slut, as you 
Have been lately lurking with at Plays, | 


Do. 


Been but Juſtice, but from you tis a Helliſh and . _ 
Inhuman Outrage. What have I done? 


May forgive if you think fit. 


— 
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Dor. Women, when they would break off with a 
Man, never want th* Addreſs to turn the Fault on him. Wil 

Lov. You take a Pride of late in uſing of me ill, that Wi 
The Town may know the Power you have over me. Wit 
Which now (as unreaſonably as your ſelf) expects that Wi 
I (do me all the Injuries you can) muſt love you ſtill. i 

Dor. I am ſo far from expecting that you ſhould, I 
Begin to think you never did love me. | 

Lov. Wou'd the Memory of it were ſo wholly worn 
Out in me that I did doubt it too; what made you 
Come to diſturb my growing Quiet ? 

Dor. To give you joy of your growing Infamy. 

* Lov. Infupportable! inſulting Devil! this from you, 
The only Author of my Shame! this from another had 


Dor. A thing that puts you below my Scorn, and 
many my Anger as ridiculous as you have made my 
ve. oy on 

Lov. I walk'd laſt Night with Sir Fopling. 

Dor. You did, Madam, and you talk'd and laugh'd 
Aloud, ha, ha, ha, — Oh that Laugh, that Laugh 
Becomes the Confidence of a Woman of Quality. 

Lo. You, who have more Pleafure in the Ruin of a 
Woman's Reputation, than in the Indearments of her 
Love, reproach me not with your ſelf, and I defie you 
To name the Man can lay a Blemiſh on my Fame. 

Dor. To be ſeen publickly ſo tranſported with the 
Vain Follies of that notorious Fop, to me is an Infamy 
Below rhe Sin of Proſtitution with another Man. 

Lov. Rail on, I am ſatisfied im the Juſtice of what I 
Did, you had provok'd me to't. | 

Dor. What 1 eee — of + I, whoſe 
Extravapancies you. have willing to > 

Lov. And what 1 did was the Eick of 2 Paten you 


Dor. Are you ſo indifferent grown ? 
Lov. I am. | ; | 
Dor, Nay ! then tis time to part, III ſend you back 

| Your 
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Your Letters you have ſo often ask d for: I have two or 
Three of 'em about me. ATI Ip 

Lov. Give em me. | | > 
Dor. You ſnatch as if you thought I would not 

There And may the Perjuries in em be mine if e er 

I fee you more. | | ö 
Lov, Stay ! [Offers to go, ſhe catches him, 
Dor. I will not. | . 

Lov. You ſhall. 

Dor. What have you to ſay ? 

Lov. I cannot ſpeak it yer. 3 | 
Dor. Something more in Commendation of the Fool. 

Death! I want Patience, let me go. | 
Lov. 1 cannot. I can ſooner part with the Limbs 

That hold him. et [LAſide. 
I hate that nauſeous Fool, you know I do. 

Dor. Was it the Scandal you were fond of then? 

- Tov. Y'had rais'd my Anger equal to my Love, a 
Thing you ne'er could do before, and in Revenge I 
Did I know not what I did: Wou d you wou'd 
Not think on'r J nee, | 

Dor. Should I be willing to forget it, I ſhall be daily 
Minded of it, twill be a Common-place for all the Town 
To laugh at me; and Medley, when he is rhetorically 
Drunk, will ever be declaiming on it in my Ears. 

| Lov. Twill be believ d a jealous ſpite ! Come, 

Forget it. | | 8 
Bor. Let me conſult my Reputation, you ar& too 
Careleſs of it, ¶ Pauſes.] You ſhall meet Sir Fopling in 
The Mall again to Nighr. | 
Lov. What mean you ? 5 
Dor. I have thought on't, and you muſt. Tis 

Neceſſary to juſtihe my Love to the World; you can 

Handle a Coxcomb as he deſerves, when you are not out 

Of Humour, Madam: 5 
Lov. Public k Satisfaction for the Wrong I have done 

vou! This is ſome new Device to make me more 

Ridiculous. | 3 

Dor. Hear me, 


Tov. 
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Lov. 1 will not. 

Dor. You will be perſuaded. 

Lov, Never. 

Dor. Are you ſo obſtinate ? 

Lov. Are you ſo baſe? - 

Dor. You will not fatisfie my Love? 

Lov. I would die to fatisfie that, but I will not, to 
Save you from a thouſand Racks, do a ſhame to 
Pleaſe your Vanity. 

Dor. Fare wel, falſe Woman. 

Lov. Do! go! 

Dor. You will call me back again. 

Lov. Exquiſite Fiend ! I knew you came bat to 
Torment me. 

Enter Bellinda and Pert. 

Dor. ſurprix d. Bellinda here! 

Bell. aſide. He ftarts, and looks pale ! the ſight of me 
Has touch'd his guilty Soul. 

Pert. Twas but a Qualen as I ſaid, a little Indigeſtion ; 
The Surfeit Water did it, Madam, mix'd with a little 
Mirabilis. 

Dor. I am confounded, and cannot gueſs how ſhe 
Came bither ! 

Lov. Tis your Fortune, Bellinda, ever to be here, 
When I am abus'd b this Prodigy of ill Nature. 

Bell. I am amaz d to find him here! how has he the 
_ to come near you ? 
or. aſide. Here is fine Work towards! I never was at 5 
Sg a loſs before. 

Bell. One who makes a publick Profeſſion of Breach 
Of Faith and Ingratitude, I loath the fight of him. | 

Dor. There is no Remedy, I muſt ſubmit to their 
rere now, and ſome ocher time bring my ſelf off as 

ell as Ic 

Bell. Other Men are withed; but then they have ſome. 
denſe of Shame; he is never well but when he triumphs, 
Nay, glories to a Woman's Face in his Villanies. 

Lov, You are in the right, Bellinda; but methinks your 
Kindneſs for me makes you concern your ſelf too much 
With him, i 

Bell, 


* 
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Bell. It does indeed, my Dear; his barbarous Carriage 


Jo you yeſterdayi made me hope you ne er wou d ſce 8 
Him more, and the very next Day to find him here 


Again, provokes me ſtrangely ;. but, becauſe I know you 


Love him, 1 have done. Enter 
Dor. You have reprosch d me handſomly, and I 
Deſerve it for coming hither, but M 
Pert. You muſt = wk it, Sir, all Women will hate Rep 
You for my Lady's fake. To 
Dor, Nay, if ſhe 2 too, tis time to flie, I ſhall Brot 
Be ſcolded ro Death LAſide to Bellinda. M 
1 am to blame in ſome Circumſtances, I confeſs; but as Mad: 
To the Main, I am not ſo guilty as you imagine, I Men 
Shall ſeek a more convenient time to clear my ſelf. Con) 
Lov. Do it now ! what Impediments are here ? O. 
Dor. 1 want Time, and you want Temper. Out 
Tov. Theſe are weak Pretences ! To 
Dor. You were never more miſtaken, in your Life, Clok 
And ſo farewel. IS opment Rags of | 
1 Cal a Foot: man, Pes, . L will have him f ©: 
Pert. I wiſn you would not, for my and your own. You 
Lov. I'll find out the infamous Cauſe of all our 
Quarrels, pluck. her Mak off, and expoſe her barefac Y, 
To the World. O. 
Bull. Let. ma but eſcape this time, [Ali. BY 
1 Lou . venture more. Send 
1 ou ſhall go with me. Dauę 
E I have yy a Heavineſs hangs on. me with what To 
2 did ber s.! would fain go home and ſleep, . 
| Lev: Dent and Exel ee. l hl never ep 4 
Again. R 50g Feavers ſeize the World, and make ber 
Mankind as reſtleſs all as I am. [Ex; Loveit. n 


Rell; I knew:him falſe, and help'd. to make him fo : 
Was not her Ruin enough to fright me from the Danger? 


It ſhould have been, but Love can take no warning, 
[ Ex. Bell. 


SCENR 


Cloſet, you muſt not be ſeen yet. [Goes into the 
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SCENE II. Lady Townley's Houſe 


znter Medley, Young Bellair, Lady Townley, Emilia, and 
EE Chaplain. 

Med. Bear up, Bellair, and do not let us ſee that 
Repentance in thine, we daily do in married Faces. 

Town, This Wedding will ſtrangely ſurprize my 
Brother when he knows it. | | 

Med. Your Nephew ought to conceal it for a time, 
Madam, ſince Marriage has loſt its good Name; pr 
Men ſeldom expoſe their own Reputations, 'till 'tis 
Convenient to juſtifie their Wives. 

O. Bell. [without] Where are you all there? 
Out a-dod, will no Body hear ? | 

Town. My Brother ! quickly Mr. Smirk into this 


ei. 
Enter Old Bellair and Lady Townley's Page. on | 
O. Bell. Delire Mr. Furb to walk into the lower 
Parlour, I will be with- him preſently —— Where have 
You been, Sir, ybu could not wait on me to Day ? 
= ol | [To Young Bellair. 
Y, Bell. About a Buſineſs. | | 
O. Bell. Are you ſo good at Buſineſs? A-dod, 1 have 


A Buſineſs too you ſhall diſpatch out of Hand, Sir. 


Daughter are coming. 
Town.. What need you huddle up things thus? 

O. Bell. Out a piſe, Youth is apt to play the Fool, 
And *fis not good it ſhould be in their Power, | 
Town. you 2» _ — your Son. * 
O. Bell. H' idling this Morning, and a-dod 1 
Do not like him. How doll thou do, Sweet-heart ? -- g | 

bo. | . [To Emilia. 
Exil. You are very ſevere, Sir: marry'd 8 ſueh haſte! 
O. Ball. Go too, thou'rt a Rogue, and I will tal 
With thee anon. Here's my Lady odvil come. 
Enter Lady Woodvil, Harriet 2d Buſy. | 
Welcome, Madam; Mr. Furb's below: with W 


Send for a Parſon, Siſter; my Lady Woodvil and her 
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Wood. Let us down, and make an end then. = FH 

O. Bell. Siſter, ſhew the way. Hear 
| To Toung Bellair, who is falling to Harriet. En 
Harry, your Bufineſs lyes not there yet 3 excuſe him till By 
We have done, Lady, and then a-dod he ſhall be for 
Thee. Mr. Medley, we mult trouble you to * a 
"I luckily for that if 

Med. 1 came for that purpoſe, Sir. : 

| [Ex. Old Bellair, alley, Young Bellair, 

+ Lady Townley and Lady Woodvil. 

Buſy. What will you do Madam? 

Har. Be carried back, and mew'd up in the Country 
Again, run away here, any thing, rather than be marry'd 
To a Man I do not care for Dear Emilia, do, thou 
Adviſe me, 

Emil. Mr. Bellaiy is engaged, you know. 

Har. I do; but know nor what the fear of loſing an 
Eſtate may fright him to, 

Emil. In the deſp'rate Condition you are in, you 
Should conſult with ſome judicious Man ; what think 
You of Mr. Dorimant ? | + 

Har. I do not think of him at all. 

Buſy. She thinks of nothing elſe, 10 am ſure | 

Emil. How fond your M was of Mr. Courtage! 
| Har. Becauſe I contriv'd the Miſtake to r a little 

Mirth, you believe I like the Man. 
| Emil. Mr. Bellair believes you love him. 

Har. Men are ſeldom in the right when they gueſs 
At a Woman's Mind; would ſhe whom he oves loy'd 
Him no better. 
| Buſy aſide. That's een well enough on all Conſcience. 

* Emil. Mr. Dorimant has a great deal of Wit. 
Har. And takes a great deal of Pains to ſhew it. 

Emil. He's extremely well faſhion'd. 

| — Affectedly grave, or ridiculouſly wild and 2piſh. 
Buſy. You defen him ſtill againſt your Mother. 
Har. I would net, were he juſtly rallied, bar I cannot 


Hear any one undeſervedly rail'd at. Do 
Emil. Has your Woman learnt the Song you were Hat 
S0 taken with ? : Do) 


Hats 


Har. I was fond of a new thing, tis dull at ſecond 
Hexrng 
, Mr. Dorimant made it. 


Buſy. She knows it, Madam, and has made me ſing ” 


At leaſt a Dozen times this Morning. 
Har. Thy Tongue is as impertinent as thy Fingers. 
Emil. You have provok d her. 
' Buſy. Tis but finging the Song and I ſhall appeaſe her, 
Emil. Pr'ythee do. 
Har. She has a Voice will grate your Ears worſe than 
A Cat-call, and dreſſes fo ill ſhe's ſcarce fit to trick up a 
ape $ N on a Holy-day, (Bu Sings. 


Song by Sir C. S. 


Ly Amoret with Phillis ſat 
One Ev'ning on the Plain, 


And ſaw the Charming Strephon wait 
ri rll the Nymph Pain : 


The threatning D to remove 

She whiſper'd in Ear; 

Ah Phillis, if yo would not love; 
This Shopherd do us bear. | 


None ever had ſo nnr: un n 
His Paſſion to convey -- 
Into 4 2 Virgin Heart, 


And. ſteal her Soul away. | 


Fh. fly betimes, 
30 ws, fr ſer you give 
In vain, ſaid ſhe, in vain 1 ſtrive, 


Ala. 'tis now tos late. 
Enter Dorimant. 
— Muſick {o ſoftens and diſarms the Mind; 


Har. That not one Arrow does Reſiſtance 
Dor. Let us make uſe of the lucky — 


— 
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Har. 


- 


* 
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Har. ¶ Afide turning Dorimant.] My Love ſprings 
With 4. Blood into ny Face I dare not look 7 | 
Him yet, 

2 What have we here, the Picture of celebrated 
_— 7 2 Audience in Publick to a declar'd Lover? 
dying Fop, and make the Piece 
Compi Sir. 
Dor. What think you if che Hint were well improv'd? 


=> —— My tplery of mal — * —— pleaſantly deſign d, 
hy | 


2 were needleſs te — Fool i in Effigy, who 
Suffer daily in their own Perſons. 

Dor. fo Emilia aſide.) Mrs. Bride, for ſuch I know thi 
Happy Day has made you. . 

Emil. Defer the formal Joy you are to give me, and 
Mind * Buſineſs with her. [ Loved. Here ow 
Dreadful Preparations, Mr. Doyimanr; Writin 
And a Parſon ſent for. 5 * ; 
| Dor. To marry this 245 : 

. Buſy. Condemn'd ſhe is, and what will become of her 
I know not, without you generouſly: engage in a Reſcue, 

Dor. In this fad Condition, e * can do no leſs 
Than offer you my Service. - 

Har. The —_— not great, you youethe — 

Sanct Women who run from t 
Relations, . 

Dor. I have always my Arms open to receive the 
Diſtreſſed. But I will open my Heart and receive you, 
Where none yet did ever enter——You have fill'd it 
With a Secret, might I but let you know it. 

Har. Do not ſpeak it, if you would have me believe it; 
Your Tongue is ſo fam d for Falſhood, twill do the 
Truth an Injury. Turns amay her Head. 

Dor. Turn not away then; but look on me and gueſs it. 

Har. Did you not tell me there was no Credit to be 
Given to Faces? that Women no- a- days have their Paſſions 
As muchat will as they have their Complexions, and put on 

Joy and Sadheſa, Scorn and Kindneſs, with the ſame caſe 
They do their Paint and Patches Are * qaly 
: Countenſeits 2 


Dor. 
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Dor. You wrong your own, while you ſuſpe&t my 
yes; by all the Hope I have in you, the inimitable 


Colour in your Cheeks is not more free from Art, than 
Are the Sighs I offer. 


—— 


Har. In Men who have been long harden d in Sin, wre 


Have reaſon to miſtruſt the firſt Signs of -Repentanoſe. 
Dor. The Proſpect of ſuch a Heav'n will make me 
„ ſevere, and give you Marks that are infallible. 
Ear. What are thoſe? . 
Dor. I will renounce all the Joys L have in Friendſhip 
nd in Wine, facrifice to you all the Intereſt I have in 
other Women 5 N 
Har. Hold though I wiſh you devout, I would. 
Not have you turn Fanatic Could you neglect 
Theſe a while, and make a Journey: into the Country? 
Dor. To be with you I could live there,. and never 
end one Thought to London. N | 
Har. What · e er you ſay, I know all beyond High-Park's. 
: _ to you, and that no Gallantry can draw-you 
ther. „„ Eun ae | 
Der. That has been the utmoſt Limit of my Love 
but now my Paſſion.knows no Bounds, and there's no 
baſure to be taken of what I'll do. for you. from any 
— ak chusjn Zope, 1 tl 
Har. L in Hampſbire, 1. ſhall 
begin to think there __ be ſome Truth inlarg'd-upon. 
Dor. Is this al will you not promiſe me—— . 
Har. I hate to promiſe! what we do then is expected 
from us, and wants much of the Welcome it finds, when 
Wit frprizes, e f 
Der. May I not hope? 1 
F Har. That depends on you, and not on me, and 'tis- 
ro no purpoſe to forbid it. en to Buſy, 
Buſy. Faith, Madam, now I perceive the Gentleman 
Loves you too, e'en let him know your Mind, and 
Torment your ſelves no longer. | 
Har. Doſt think I have no Senſe of Modeſty ?' - 
1 Eons if you loſe. this you may never have:  * 
Another Opportunity. 888 
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Har. May he hate me, (a Curſe that frights me why 
I fpeak it!) Tere I do a thing againſt the Rules of 
' Decency and Honour. 

Dor. to Emil. I am beholden to you for your good 
Intentions, Madam. 

Emil. I thought the concealing of our Marriage fry 
Her might have done you better Service. 

Dor. Try her again — | 

Emil. What have you reſolyv d, Madam? 


0. Bell, 
Inn. 
O. Bell 
v. Bel 
O. Bell 
y Han 
hat do! 


Town. 


The time draws near. jor 

Har. To be obſtinate, and proteſt againſt this Marzi. 1 
Enter Lady Townley in 3 5 1 

Town. to Emil. Quickly, vickly, let Mr. Smirk out = 

Of the Cloſer. 0 mirk comes out of the Cli * 

Har. A Parſon! had you laid him in here? . Be, 


Dor. Donn, nothing of pr DUNG of 

Har. Should it a » your n of m 
Fafineſs may coſt Ore. * f 
Enter Old Bellair, Toamg pellair, Medley and Lady Wood ; 
- O. Bell. Out a pize! ze! the Canonical Hour is almoſt : 
Paſt; Siſter, is the Man of God come? 

Town. He waits your leiſure 

O. Bell. By your eg Sir. A- dod, a pretty fn 
Fellow! what may we call him? . 

' Town. Mr. Smirk, my Lady Biggot's lain. 

O. Bell. A wiſe Woman! a-dod ſhe is. The Man 
Will ſerve for the Fleſh as well as the Spirit. Pleaſe 
You, Sir, to Commiſſion a young Couple to go te to B 
Together a God's Name? Harry, - 

Y. Bell. Here, Si — 

O. Bell. Out a pize, without your Miſtreſs i in yout Hat 

Smirk, Is this t > Gentleman? | | 
O. Bell. Yes, Sir. 

Smirk. Are you not miſtaken, Sir? 

O. Bell. A-dod, I think not, Sir. 

' Smirk, Sure you are, Sir. | 

O. Bell. You look as if you wou d forbid the Banes, if 
Mr. Smirk, 1 you have no Pretention to the Lady. 

Smirk. Wiſh him Joy, Sir! I have done him the go! 
Office to Day already. 

O. Bu 


— 
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out a pize, What do I hear? 4 
— Never — Brother, the Truth is out. 
0. Bell. How ſay you, Sir! is this your Wedding-Day 
v. Bell. It is, Sir. : | 
0. Bell. And a-dod it ſhall be mine too; giveme 
J Hand, Sweet-heart. T0 Emilia. 
hat doſt thou mean? Give me thy Hand, I fa. 
[Emilia kneels, and Young. Bellair. 

Town. Come, come, give her your Bleſſing ; this is 
Woman your Son loy'd, and is marry'd to. 
O. Bell. Ha! cheated! cozen'd! and by your 
mtrivance, Siſter! | : 
Town, What would you do with her? She's a Rogue, 
d you can't abide her. 
Med. Shall I hit her a pat for you, Sir? | 
O. Bell, A-dod you are all Rogues, and I never will 
give you. 
Town. Whither! whither away? 
Med. Let him go and cool a while. 
Mood. to Dor. Here's a Buſineſs broke out now! 
r. Courtage, 1 am made a fine Fool of. 5 
Dor. You ſee the old Gentleman knows nothing of it. 
Wood. I find he did not. I ſhall have ſome Trick put 
pon me if I ſtay in this wicked Town any longer. 
arriet! dear Child! where art thou? T1! into the 
duntry fraight. | +54 
O. Bell, A-dod, Madam, you ſhall hear me firſt. 
Enter Loveit and Bellinda. 7 
Lov. Hither my Man dogg d him 
Bell. Vonder he ſtands, my Dear. | 
Lov. I ſee him. Aldi. 
nd with the Face that has undone me! O that I were. 
t where I might throw out the Anguiſh of my Heart, 
ere it muſt rage within, and break it. : 
Town, Mrs. Loveit ! are you afraid to come forward? 
Lov, I was amaz'd to ſee ſo much Company here in a 
Worning, the Occaſion ſure is extraordinary 

| Dor. Aſide. Loveit and Bellinda! the Devil owes me a 
ame to day, and Ithink never will have done paying it, | 


- 
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Lov. Marry'd! dear Eunilia! how em I tranſport 


With the News? 5 105 Leger 
Har. to Dor. I little thought Emilia was the Wony n 
Mr. Bellair was in Love with —— Il chide her for wil 5 
Truſting me with the Secret. | - fy 
Dor. How do you like Mrs. Loveit ? A 
Her. She's a fam d Miſtreſs of yours, I bear — % 
Dor. She has been on Occaſion. Cruel 's 
O. Bell. A-dod, Madam, I cannot help it. 5 
| i [To Lady Woo Dor. 
Wood. You need make no more Apologies, Sir. Mfggatet 
Emil. to Lov. The old Gentleman's excuſing bimſd i Tv. 
To my Lady Moodvil. Lighte 


Lov. Ha, ha, ha! I never heard of any thing fo 
Pleaſant. 
Har. She's extreamly over-joy'd at ſomething. [TN 
Dor. At nothing; ſhe is one of thoſe hoyting Ladie 
who gayly fling themſelves about, and force a Laugh, 
When their aking Hearts are full of Diſcontent and Mali 
Lov. Oh Heav'n! I was never ſo near killing my { 
With Laughing Mr. Dorimant, are you a Bridema 
Wood. Mr. Dorimant ! is this Mr. Dorimant, Madam! 
Love. If you doubt it, your Daughter can reſolve 
I-ſuppole. | 
Wood. 1 am cheated too, baſely cheated. 
O. Bell. Out a pize, what's here more Knavery yet? 
Wood. Harriet! on my Bleſſing come away I chaye 


ou. 
Har. Dear Mother, do but ſtay and hear me. 
Mod. I am betray' d, and thou art undone, I fear. 
Har. Do not fear it have not, nor never will 
Any thing againſt my Duty believe me, dear Mother d 
Dor. to Lov. I had truſted you with this Secret, butth 
T knew the Violence of your Nature would ruin my Fortut 
As now unluckily it has: I thank you, Madam. 
Tove. She's an Heireſs I know, and very Rich. 
Dor. To ſatisſie you, I muſt give up my Intereſt who 
To my Love; had you been a reaſonable Woman, I 
Might hove fecur'd em both, and been happy O. 


a 


Dor. 
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70. You might have truſted me with any thing of 
tied. clog e you might. Why did you go 
Under a wrong Name? 

Dor. The Story is too long to tell you now, be 
eatisfy'd this is the Buſineſs; this is the Mask has kept 

e from you. | | | 
111 He's tender of my Honour, though he's [ Aſide. 
ruel to my Love. | 

Lov. Was it no idle Miſtreſs.then? . 
Dor. Believe me, a Wife, to repair the Ruins of my 
Eſtate that needs it. | 
v. The Knowledge of this makes my Grief hang 
Lighter on my Soul; but I ſhall never more be happy. 

Dor. Bellinda. 

Bell. Do not think of clearing your ſelf with me, it is 
lmpoſſible Do all Men break their Words thus? 

Dor. Th' extravagant Words they ſpeak in Love; tis 
As unreaſonable to expect we ſhould perform all we 
Promiſe then, as do all we threaten when we are 
Angry——when I ſee you next 
Bell. Take no notice of me, and [ ſhall not hate you. 
Der. How came you to Mrs. Lovett ? N 
Bell. By a Miſtake the Chair- men made, for want of 
My giving them Directions. | | 

Dor. Twas a pleaſant one. We muſt meet again. 

Bell. Never. 

Dor, Never! 
5g When we do, may I be as infamous as you are 

Town. Men of My. Dorimant's Character always ſuffer 
In the general Opinion of the World. on | 

Med. You can make no Judgment of a witty Man from 
3 Fame, conſidering the prevailing Faction, 

m. | | 

O. Bell. A-dod he's in the right. 64:2 

Med. Beſides tis a common Error among Women, to 
Believe too well of them they know, and too ill of them 
They don't. 6h 144% $4 Sov 

O. Bell. A-dod he obſerves well. 
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Town, 
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Is my Perriwig right? 


7 Night has given me much Diſquiet ſince. 


Tows. Believe me, Madam, you will find Mr. Dyy 
As civil a Gentleman as you thought Mr. Courtage. 
Har. If you would but know him better —— |! 
Iood. You have a Mind to know him better; cm 
Away——You ſhall never ſee him more. 
Har. Dear Mother ſtay 
mod. I wo'not be conſenting to your Ruin.— 
Har, Were my Fortune in your Power —— 
Wood. Your Perſon is. 
Har. Could I be Diſobedient I might take it out of 
Yours, and put it into his. 


Wood. *Tis that you would be at, you would Sir Fo 
This Dorimant. : 02 mi here's 
Har. I cannot deny it; I would, and never will I . 
| Marry any other Man. „ dvance 
 Woed. — * _ Duty that you promis d? - bt 
ar. will ne i e 
1 ver Marry him againſt your bir Fo 
Mood. She knows the way to melt my Heart. [46 Med. 
Upon your ſelf light your Undoing. [To H. S Fe 
Med. to O. Bell. Come, Sir, you have not the Heu me, 
Any longer to refuſe your Bleſſing. ean ſh; 
O. Bell. A-dod I ha not Riſe, and God bleſs j : 
Both——Make much of her, Harry, ſhe deſerves th I . 
Kindneſs——A-dod, Sirrah, I did not think it had b * Te 
In thee. . ; [I mW Caper 
Sx „Euter Sir Fopling and his Page! —f 
- Sir Fp. Tis a damm d windy Day; hey, Page? na + 


Page. A little out of order, Sir. + 
Sir Fop. Pox o this Apartment, it wants an A 
Chamber to adjuſt ones ſelf in. Madam, I came trom 


| To Lok 
Your Houſe, and your Servants directed me 1 
Love, I will give Order hereafter they ſhall direct 


Sir Fop. The great Satisfaction I had in the Mall l 


Love. Tis likely to give me more than I defire, 
6 


— 
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gr Fop. What the Devil makes her ſo reſerv'd? 
nl guilty of an Indifcretion, Madam? ] 
Lov. You will be of a great one, if you continue your 
liſtake, Sir. ; ; 
Sir Fop. Something puts you out of Humour. | 
Tov. The moſt fooliſh inconſiderable thing that ever 
Did. 
Sir Fop. Is it in my Power? a 
Lov. To hang or drown it ; do one of em, and 
rrouble me no more. 
Sir Fop, So flere Ser vittur, Madam Medley 
bere's Dorimane : | 
Med. Methinks the Lady has not made you thoſe 
dvances to-day ſhe did laſt Night, Sir Fopling 
Sir Fop. Prythee do not talk of her. 
Med. She would be a Sonne Fortune. 
Sir Fop. Not to me, at preſent. 
Med. How fo? | 
Sir Fop. An Intrigue now would be but a Temptation 
o me, to throw away that Vigour on one, which 1 
can ſhall ſhortly make my Court to the whole Sex in a 
allet. | 
Med. Wiſely conſider' d; Sir Fopling. 
Sir Fop. No'one Woman is worth the Loſs of a Cut in 
Caper. 
Med. Not when tis fo univerſally deſign'd. 
Wood. Mr. Dorimant, every one has ſpoke ſo much in 
our behalf, that I can no longer doubt but I was in the 
ö 1 a 
| Lor, There's nothing but Falſehood and Impertinence 
W" this World, all Men are Villains or Fools; take Example 
rom my Nisfortunes. Bellin da, if thou wou'dſt be 
py, give thy ſelf wholly up to Goodneſs, 
Har. to Lov. Mr. Dorimant has been your God 
"Why long enough, tis time to think of another 
Lov, Jeer d by her! I will lock my ſelf up in my 
ouſe, and never fee the World again. . 
Har. A Nunmety is the more faſhionable Place for ſoch 
\ Retreat, and has been the fatal Conſequence of many 
belle Paſſion. 
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Lov. Hold Heart *till I get home; ſhould Tanſwe 
*T would make her Triumph greater. [ 15 going ay 
Dor. Your Hand, Sir Fopling —- -- | 
Sir Fop. Shall I wait upon you, Madam? 
Lov. Legion of Fools, as many Devils take thee, Have p 
| [Exit Loet Tow! 
Med. Dorimant ! J pronounce thy Reputation clear 0. z 
And henceforward when I would know any thing of 
Woman, I will conſult no other Oracle, 
Sir Fep. Stark mad, by all that's handſome! Dorimay 
Thou haſt engaged me in a pretty Buſineſs. 
Dor. I have not Leiſure now to talk about it. 
O. Bell. Out a-pize, what does this Man of Mode do 
Here again? | 
Town, He'll he an excellent Entertainment within, 
Brother, and is luckily come to raiſe the Mirth of the 
Comany. 
"Wood. Madam, I take my Leave of you. 
Town. What do you mean, Madam? 
ood. To go this Afternoon Part of my Way to 
Hartly 5 
O. Bell. A-dod you ſhall ſtay and Dine firſt; come, w 
Will all be good Friends, and you ſhall give Mr. Dorimat 
Leave to wait upon you and your Daughter in the 
Country. 4. 
Mood. If his Occaſions bring him that Way, I have 
Now ſo good an Opinion of him, he fhall be welcome. 
Har. To a great rambling lone Houſe, that looks ai 
Were not inhabited, the Family's ſo ſmall; there you'll 
Find my Mother, an old lame Aunt, and my ſelf, Sir, 
Perch'dupon Chairs at a diſtance in a large Parlour ; 
Sitting moping like three or four. melancholy Birds ia 
A ſpacious Vollary Does not this ſtagger your 
Reſolution ? | 
Dor. Not at all, Madam : The firſt time I ſaw you, 
Lou left me with the Pangs of Love upon me, and this 
Day my Soul has quite given up her Liberty, 
Har. This is more diſmal than the Country, Emilia 
 « Pity me who am going to that fad Place. Methinks [ 
le 


Lir Fopling Flutter. 267 
Hear the hateful Noiſe of Rooks already Kaw, 
Kaw, kaw——-There's Muſick in the worſt Cry in 
London; My Dill and Cucumbers to pickle. 
O. Bell. Siſter, knowing of this Matter, I hope you 
Have provided us ſome good Cheer. 


' Town. I have, Brother, and the Fiddles too 


O. Bell Let em ſtrike up then, the young Lady ſhall 
Have a Dance before ſhe departs, [ Dance, 
C | [ Afrer the Dance. 
So, now we'll in, and make this anarrant Wedding- Day 
Aud if theſe honeſt Gentlemen rejoice, [ To the Pit. 
A. dod the Boy has made a happy Choice, ¶ Ex. Ones. 
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Z PILO G U 


By Mr. DRYDEN. 
OST Modern Wits ſuch manſtrum 


Thoſe nauſeoms Harlequins in Farce ma) Paſs, 

But there goes more to 4 ſubſtautial Aſs 
Somerhing of Man muſt be expos'd to View, 

That, Gallants, they may more reſemble you. 

Sir Fopling is a Fool ſo nicely writ, 

The Ladies wou d miſtake him for a Mit. ; 
And, when he ſings, talks loud, and cocks, wou d cry, 
I vow methinks he's pretty Company: 

So brisk, ſo gay, ſo travell d, ſo refin'd ! 

As he took Pain: to graff upon his Kind. 

True Fops help Nature's Work, and go to School 
To file and 72 God a mighty's Fool. | 
Yet none Sir Fopling him, or him can call; 

He's Knight oth! Shire, and N all. 
From each he meets he culls Cer he can. 
Legion s his Name, a People in a Man. 

His bulky Folly gathers as it goes, 

And, rolling o er you, like 4 Snow-ball grows. 

His various Modes from various Fathers follows 


9 
NESE 


Fools have ſhown, 
They ſeem d not of Hav making, but their own 


1 
1 4 
; - 
: 8 ' 
: 18. 
« * => 
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One taught the Toſs, and oue the new French Wallow, 


His Sword-knot this, his Cravat this af, ud, 

And this, the Yard-long Snake he twivis 6ahind. 
From one the ſacred Perriwig he gain d, 
Which Wind ne er blew, ngr Touch of Hat prefan d. 
ALnother's m9. Bow he. did adore. _ 


Which with a ſhog caſts all the Hair before; 
*Till he with full decorum brings it back, 
And riſes with a Water-Spaniel ſhake. 

As for his Songs, (the Ladies dear Delight) 
Thoſe ſure he took from moſt of you who Write, 
Yet ev'ry Man is [fe from what he fear d, 
For no one Fool is hunted from the Herd. 


POEMS 


LET FRYE 
TQ:T R „ : 
EARL of Middleton. 


I 

4Z5INCE Love and Verſe, as well as Wine, 

i? Are brisker where the Sun does ſhine, 
tis ſomething to loſe two Degrees, 
Now Ape it ſelf begins to freeze: 
Yet this I patiently could bear, 
If the rough Danube's Beauties were 
But only two Degrees leſs fair CE. 
Than the bright Nymphs of gentle Thames, 
Who warm me hither with their Beams : 
duch Pow'r they have, they can diſpence 
Five hundred Miles their Inffuence. 
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But Hunger farces Men to eat, 

Though Oo Temptation's in the Meet. 
How would the ogliog Sparks deſpiſe 
The darling Damſe! of my Eyes 5 
Shou'd they behold poo rp 

As ſhe's trick d up on Hoty-day : 

When the — RR" combine 
For publick Pride to make her ſhine ? | 
Her Locks, which long before lay matted, . 
Are on this Day comb'd out and plaited 3 
A Diamond Bodkin in each Treſs, . - 
The Badges of her Nobleneſs. 

For ev'ry Stone, as wel] as ſhe, 

Can boaſt an ancient Pedigree. 

Theſe form'd the Jewel reſt did grace 
The Cap of the firſt Grave O th Race, 

Preferr d by Graffn Marian 

T'adorn the Handle of her Fan, 

And, as by old Record appears, 

Worn ſince in Rezigunda's V ears, 

Now ſparkling in the Frokin's Hair, N 5 


The B 
The / 
ind u 


No Rocket breaking in the Air 
Can with her ſtarry Head compare. 
Such Roaps of Pearl her Arms incumber, 
She ſcarce can deal the Cards at Ombre. 
So many Rings each Finger freight, 
| They tremble with the mighty weight. 
=s The like in England neer was ſcen, 
Since Holben drew Hal and his Queen. 
But after theſe fantaſtick Flights, 


_ Luſtre's meaner 7 5 as ; > . 
he Thing that bears this glitt ring 
Is but a tawdry ill-bred Romp, uy 


Whoſe brawny Limbs and martial Face 
Proclaim her of the Gothick Race, 
More than the m Pageantry | 
Of all her Father's Heraldry. 

But there's another ſort of Creatures, 


Whoſe ruddy Look and Groteſque Features 


(| 
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e ſo much out of Nature's way: 

ou'd think em ſtamp/d.ap other Clay : 
o lawful Daughters of old Adam. 
Mongft cheſe behold a City Madam, 

ith Arms in Mittins, Head in Muff, 
\ Aapper Cloak and rewrend Ruff: 
o Farce ſo pleaſant as this Maukin, 
nd the ſoft | ory of High-Dutch talking. 

ere unattended by the Garages, = - 
ſhe Queen of Love in à fad Caſe is. 

ature, her active Miniſter, 

eglects Affairs, and will not fur; 
Fhinks it not worth the while to pleaſe, 
zut when ſhe does it for her Eaſe. 

yn I, her moſt devout Adorer, Foo 
With wand'ring Thou appear before her. 
und when 2 Oblation, 
\m fain to ſpur Imagination 
With ſome ſham London Inelination. 
The Bow is bent at German Dame, 
The Arrow flies at Engliſh Game. 

indneſs, that can Indifferenoe warm, 
nd blow that Calm into'a Storm, 
35 1a the very tendereſt Hour 
Dyer my Gentleneſs à Power. 
rue to my Country women's Char ms, 
hen kiſs d and preſs d in Foreign Arms. 


* POEMS. 
| A Second E 
LETTER 
TRIO 
LORD MIDDLETON, 


FE ROM hunting Whores, and haunting Play, | | 


And minding nothing elſe all Day, 
And all the Night too, you will ſay ; 
To make grave 1 in formal Fetters, 
Converſe with Fools and write dull Letters; 
To go to Bed ' twixt Eight and Nine, 
And ſleep away my precious Time, 
In ſuch a ſneaking idle Place, 
Where Vice and Folly hide their Face, 
And in a troubleſome Diſguiſe, - wi 
The Wife ſeems honeſt, Husband wiſe, 
For Pleaſure here has the ſame Fate 
Which does attend Aﬀairs of State, 
The Plague of Ceremony infects, 
Even in Love, the ſofter Sex ; 
Who an Eſſential will neglect, 
Rather than loſe the leaft Reſpect. 
In regular Approach we ftorm, . - 
And never viſit but in form; 
That is, ſending to know before 
At what a Clock ſhe'll play the Whore: _ . 
The Nymphs are conſtant, Gallants private, 
One ſcarce can gueſs what tis they drive at, 
This ſeems to me a ſcurvy Faſhion, 
Which have been bred in a free Nation, 
With Liberty of Speech and Paſſion. ) 


P. 0 E N $ . f 

et 1 cannot forbear to ſpark it, : - 
nd make the beſt of a bad Market. CEL 
eeting with one, by chance, kind+hearted, 
ho no Preliminaries ſtarted, 

enter d, beyond Expectarion, 

to a cloſe Negotiation: 

which hereafter a Relation. 

ambie to Fortune, not her Slave, 

till was pleas'd with what ſhe gave; 

nd, with a firm and chearful Mind, 

ſteer my Courſe with ev'ry Wind, 


o all the Ports ſhe has deſigu d. 
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E happy Swains, whoſe Hearts are free 
From Love's Imperial Chain, 

ake warning and be taught by me, 

T'avoid th'inchanting Pain. 

atal the Wolves te trembling Flocks, 

Fierce Winds to Bloſſoms proye, 

o careleſs Seamen hidden Rocks, 

To human Quiet Love. 


y the fair Sex, if Bliſs : 
The Snake's beads | = 

ho. ever gaz d on beauteous Types, 
That taſted Quiet more? 

low faithleſs is the Lover's Joy! 

How conſtant is their Care? 

he Kind with Falſhood do 


The Cruel ich Deſpair. 
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A SONG. 
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—— late — 


For ev'ry Frown Til ſhed a Tear. 


When Kindneſs ceaſes to prevail. 


- That Heart which merits your Diſdain; 


F 


but ſet 


The Forſaken Miftreſs : 
ö 


The 
hen 
Than 
And | 
wou 


DrALocuk between Phillis and Strephn 


PHILLTS. 


* E LL me, gentle 1 Why 
You from my Embraces fly? 
Does my Love thy Love deſtroy ? 
Tell me, I will yet be coy, 
Stay, O ſtay, and I will feign 
(Though I break my Heart) Diſdain; 
Bur, leſt 1 too unkind appear, 


And if in vain I court thy Love, 
Let mine, at leaſt, thy Pity move: 
Ah! while I ſcorn vouchſafe to woo 
Methinks you may diſſemble too. 


STREPHON,. 


Ah! Phillis, that you would contrive 
A way to keep my Love alive; 
But all your other Charms mult fail, 


Alas! no leſs than you, I grieve, 
My dying Flame has no,Reprieve; 
For I can never hope to find, 
Shou'd all the Nymphs I court be kind, 
One Beauty able to renew 
Thoſe Pleaſures I enjoy'd in you, 
When Love and Youth did both conſpire 
To fill our Breaſts and Veins with Fire. 
Tis true, ſome other Nymph may gain 
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zut ſecond Love has ſtill Allay, | 
he Joys grow aged, and decay. 

hen blame me not for loſing more 
Than Love and Beauty can reſtore; 
land let this Truth thy Comfort prove, 
wou'd, but can no longer love. 


01 


SONG of BASSET. 
ET Equipage and Dreſs deſpair, 
Since Baſſet is come inz 


For nothing can oblige the Fair 
Like Mony and Morine. 


Is any Counteſs in Diſtreſs, 

She flies not to the Beau 
Tis only Cony can redreſs 
Her Grief with a Rouleaad. 


By this bewitching Game betray'd, 
Poor Love is bought and ſold: 
And that which ſhould be a free Trade 


Is now ingroſs'd by Gold. 


Ev'n Senſe is brought into Diſgrace, 
Where Company is met; 


Or filent ſtands, or leaves the Place, | 
While all the Talk's Baſſet. | 


Why, Ladies, will you ſtake your Hearts, 
Where a plain Cheat is found? | | 
You firſt are cook d out of thoſe Darts, 
That gave your ſelves the Wound. 


The Time, which ſhould be kindly lent 
To Plays and witty. Men, 
In waiting for a Knave is ſpent, 
Or wiſhing for a Ten, 
? | Stand 
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Stand in defence of your own Charms, 
| Throw down this Favourite, 
That threatens, with he danzling Arme, 
Tour Beauty and your Wit. 


What Pity tis, thoſe N 

$0 Which. all the World ſubdue, 
Shou'd, while the Lover gazing dies, 
* only on Aldue. 


